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Dedicated 

to 

DR. LUDWIG STRECKER 



$Pctf ottcn : 

^aul Xenov 

SKarietta, S^angerin | 

®te ©rfd^einung SDlarten^, >©o^)ran 

5Poute ijerftorfiener ©atttn ) 

grant, ^auU greunb Sariton 

SJrtgitta, 6ei ^aul 3tlt 

Juliette, S^fingertn <Sopvan 

Suctenne, S^angerin JDieggofoJ^ran 

® aft on, SCdnser aKtmilerrotte 

SStctortn, ber Slegiffeur SCenor 

S r i fe , ber Spierrot ajariton 

©rafStlfiert SCcnor 

2JecjI)incn, bte ©rfdieinung ber ^roaeffion, 
Stanser unb S^angertnnen. 

©|)telt in Sriigge, &r\be be^ 19. SaI)rI)unbertB ; bte SSorgduQC 

ber SSifion (II. unb aunt SCetl III. Stlb) ftnb melirere SBocfien 

\patet nai) jenen be§ I. 93tIbeB gu benfen. 



CHARACTERS 

PAUL Tenor 

MARIETTA (a dancer) Soprano 

THE VISION OF PAUL'S DEAD WIFE, MARIE „ 

FRANK, (Paul's friend) Baritone 

BRIGITTA (Paul's servant) Contralto 



JULIETTE (a dancer) 

LUCIENNE (a dancer) 

GASTON (a dancer) 

VIKTORIN (Stage manager) 

FRITZ (the Pierrot) 

COUNT ALBERT 



in 

Marietta's 

Troupe 



Soprano 

Mezzo Soprano 

Mime 

Tenor 

Baritone 

Tenor 



Nwns, the Vision of the Procession, Male and Female dancers. 

The action takes place in Bruges, at the end of the l^th century; 
the incidents of the Vision (Picture 2 and part of Picture 3) are 
supposed to take place several zveeks later than those of Picture 1. 



DIE HANDLUNG 

Da& Buch zu Erich Wolfgang Komgold's Oper "Die tote Stadt" 
ist dem beriihinten Romane des belgischen Dichters Georges Rodenbach 
"Bruges la morte" und dem vom Dichter selbst danach geformten Schau- 
spiel **Le Mirage" nachgebildet. Schauplatz der Handltmg, der immcr 
. fiihlbare Hintergrund der Oper, ist Brugge, die tote Stadt, die im mys- 
tischen Fmeden ihrer Kloster und Kirchen, ihrer Glocken, verwittcrten 
gotischen Fassaden, ihrer sitillen Wasser und verlassenen Grachten, der 
Vergangenheit miide nachtraumt. In dieser toten Stadt, die den Lebenden 
mit Vergangenheitsgedanken und mystischen Jenseitsphantasien erfiillt, 
hat Paul, der Held der Oper, seiner vor mehreren Jahren verstorbenen, 
geliebten, sein ganzes Wesen ausftillenden Frau Marie einen Altar der 
Erinnerung und Trauer errichtct. Ein besonderer nur dem Kult der 
Toten und ihren Reliquien geweihter Raum ist die Statte seines steten 
schmerzlichen Gedenkens an die Tote. Hier leuchtet auch in einer Glas- 
truhe das Haar der Toten, das Gegenstand seiner besonderen Anbetung 
ist. Der Zufall fiihrt nun mit einer wandemden Opcrntruppc eine 
Tanzerin Namens Marietta in die Stadt, die der toten Frau in der auss- 
eren Erscheinung bis in die kleinste Binzelheit gleicht, nicht zuletzt 
in dem goldenen Blondhaar. Paul erblickt in dieser wunderbaren Aehn- 
lichkeit das Walten iihersinnlicher Zusammenhange und iibertragt mit 
der ganzen Inbrunst seiner erregten Sinne seine Gefuhle fur die Tote 
auf die Tanzerin, in der er sich die Dahingegangene zu idealem Verkehr 
wiedererstanden traumt. Die extatische Stimmung, in die er durch 
dieses Abenteuer gerat, fiihrt eine Traumvision herbei, die ihn vor der 
gefahrlichen Enttauschung, die ihm droht, bewahrt. Diese Traumvision 
bringt ihm in einer phantastischen Handlung das Wesen Mariettas zum 
Bewusstsein, zugleich den unnatiirlichen, lebensfeindlichen darakter 
seiner bisherigen Totenvergotterung. Er traumt, dass Marie die tote 
Gattin, aus ihrem Bilde ihm hervorschwebt und ihn auffordert, "zu scha'.ien 
und zu erkennen," was ihm bevorsteht. Und schon erscheint an Stelle 
Mariens, der toten Frau Marietta, die Tanzerin und scheint auf dem 
Theater in orgiastischen Rhytmus zu tanzen. Dann sieht er sich — zu 
Beginn des zweiten Bildes — ^nachts auf einem einsamen Kai vor dem 
Hause Mariettens auf die Geliebte wartend, von Eifersucht gequalt. Er 
opfert ihr seinen besten Freund, den die Verfiihrerin an sich gelockt 
hat, erfahrt dass ihretwegen, sich seine treue Haushalterin von ihm ab- 
wendet. Dann glaubt er weiter Marietta, umgeben von ihrer Tanzer- 
gesellschaft und ihren Liebhabern, vor dem alten Klosterportal zu sehen, 
wie sie mit den Kollegen in einer nachtlichen Probe im Freien jene 
Nonnenszene aus "Robert der Teufel" improvisiert, bei der sich ein« 
Tote, die Oberin Hclene, aus dem Sarge erhebt. Paul sieht sich — immer 
in der Vision — ^aus dem Verstecke hervorsturzen, in dem er die Ge- 
schehnisse belauscht hat. Das Spiel Mariettas mit den ihm heiligen 



THE ARGUMENT 

The libretto of Erich Wolfgang j^omgold's opera. " The D ead City/^ 

is based upon the celebrated novel "Bruges la morte," by the Belgian 
poet Georges Rodenb acJL. and upon the play "La Mkz^e" th^ poet's own 
dra ma l ua lion ul hio no y c l. The scene of action, the omnipresent back- 
ground of the opera, is Bruges, the dead city, wearily dreaming of the 
past amid the mystic peace of its churches and cloisters, its bells, its 
weather-worn Gothlic fagades, its stagnant waterways and abandoned 
canals. In this ^it;L which has died, whose atmosphere fills the living 
with tho ughts of times gone by and mystic fantasies of a life b eyond the 
grave, Paul, the hero of the opera, has erected an altar of sorrow and 
remembrancer sacred to Marie, the cherished wife whom he had lost. 
Though she had been dead for some years, her memory stiirmonopoiizes 
his every thought. A special chamber, exclusively dedicated to his cult 
of the deceased and to her relics, is the sanctuary in which he abiandons 
himself to his sorrowful reminiscences. 

Chance brings to the city an ambulant opera troupe, among whose 
members is a dancer named Marietta, who resembles the dead woman in 
every least detail of her appearance, and especially as regards her blonde, 
golden hair. In this marvellous resemblance Paul recognizes the inter- 
vention of supernatural forces, and with the whole ardor of his_agitaJCLd 
senses he transfers the emotilons he feels for the dead woman to th£> 
dancer, in whom he dreams the former has risen again to renew^^^ 
ideal union. The ecstatic mood which this adventure^ calls f ortjbL iii_ higu > 
l^ads to a '^tftlBT Vision," which guards him against the dangerous 
disillusionment that threatens him. ' " *' 

"*""~~This **Dream Vision," in a fantastic sequence of events, discloses 
Marietta's real nature to hkn, as well as the unnatural, vitally perilous 
cl^racter of the mortuary cult into which he has fallen. He dreamis 
that Marie, his dead wife, floats forth from her picture and summons 
him to "behofd and understand" what betides him. And at once, in the 
place of Marie, the dead wife, appears Marfetta, the dancer, moving 
across the stiage in orgiastic rhythms. 

Paul now — at the beginning of the Second Tableau — finds himself 
at night on a deserted wharf before Marietta's house, waiting for his 
beloved to appear, and torn with jealousy. He sacrifices his best friend, 
whom the seductress has lured to her side, to her; and discovers *that 
his faithful housekeeper has turned away from him because of her. 
Again, he seems to see Marietta surrounded by the dancers of her com- 
pany, and her lovers, giving an improvised nocturnal rehearsal in the 
open, before the portals of the ancient cloilster, of that Scene of the 
Nuns in "Robert le diable," in which a dead woman, Helen, the Mother 
Superior, rises from her grave. Paul now sees himself — still in the 
Vision — rush forth from the hiding-place where he has witnessed what 



Vorstelhingen einer aiiferstehenden Toten hat seine Emporung gegipfelt. 
Er schreit der Lasterhaften all die in ihm aufgehaufte Entriistung ins 
Gesicht, vor allem sein Geheimnis, in ihr nur das Ebcnbild Mariens, 
eine Tote geliebt, sie selbst aber nur, zwischen Abscheu und Leiden- 
schaft schwankend, sinnlich begehrt zu haben. In ihrer Eitelkcit todt- 
lich verletzt, will Marietta nun erst recht den Kampf mit der Toten 
aufnehmen. Ihren Verfiigungskunsten wird es nicht schwer, den 
Scliwacheu iiiul Haltlosen wicder zu beriicken. I^> ergiht sich ihr von 
neuem, seine I'ote verleugnend. Er will zu ihr, in ihr Haus, "Nein zu 
dir** ruft sie damonish, "in das Haus der Toten"! Dort will sie die 
neue Liebesnacht feiem, den Triumph iiber die Tote bis zur Neige 
auskosten. 

Im dritten Bilde, in dem sich die Geschehnisse der Traumvision 
weiter fortsetzen, sieht Paul Marietta nach der Liebesnacht in seinem 
llaiisc, im Zimnier der Reliquien. In ihrem damonischen Triumpligcrinil. 
dem sie sich vor dem Bilde der Toten hingegeben hat, stellt sie die 
frommen und reuigen Empfindungen Pauls auf die ausserste Probe. 
Draussen zieht die Frohnleichnamsprozession voriiber; Marietta sucht 
Paul crotisch abznziehen. Paul soil sie kiissen jetzt, gcrade jct/t. I'.nt- 
setzt weist sie Paul von sich. Er glaubt in seiner Erregung den frommen 
Zwi ins Zimmer dringen, mit drohenden Gcbarden auf ilin cindrin^en zu 
sehen. E>a Marietta seinen Aberglauben hohnt, tritt Paul aus tiefstem 
Gefiihl fur seinen Glauben an Liebe und Treue ein und reizt hiedurch 
Marietta von neuem. Brutal wirft sie ihm Heuchelei, dei Anbetiing 
ihrcs Lasters, seine charakterlose Schwache an den Kopf. Als ihr Paul 
die Tiire weist, weicht sie nicht, nimmt den Kampf mit der Toten 
wieder auf, greift nach den Reliquien, nach dem Haare der Toten, 
schlingt die Flechte um den Hals und beginnt hohnlachend zu tanzen. 
Ausser sich wirft sich Paul auf die sein Heiligstes Schandende und 
erdrosselt sie mit der Haarstrahne .... 

In diesem Augenblick ist die Vision zu Ende; Paul erwacht. Marietta 
tritt ein, als ob sie eben erst — wie es im ersten Bild geschah — fortgegan^en 
ware. Sie ist zuruckgekehrt, um ihre vergessenen Rosen zu holen: **Ein 
Wink als ob ich bleiben sollte" .... Da Paul stumm bleibt, entfernt 
sie sich lachelnd, achselzuckend. Paul wird sie nicht wieder sehen. Er 
i t wisseiid geworden, genesen. Ein Traum der bitteren Wirklichkciten 
hat ihm den Traum der Phantasie zerstort : *'lVie zvcit darf die Traucr 
um teurc Tote gehcn, ohne uns zu cntwurseln? Grausamcr Zwiespalt dcs 
Gefiihls" .... Paul wird Briigge, die Stadt des Todes, verlassen, dem 
Lcbcn gcbcn, was dcs Lcbens ist. Auf irdischen Gcfildcn giht es kein 
Wiedersehen, mit denen, die von uns gegangen, kein Auferstehen. 

Dr. J. K. 
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has ocurred. Marietta's mockery of the rising of the dead, which he 
reverences, has brought his indignation to a cHmax. He flings into the 
iiace of the abandoned woman all the wrath which has accumulated in 
him, and above all his secret: that he had loved in her only her resem- 
blance to Marie, his dead wife, and that so far as she was concerned he, 
^vacillating between passion and repulsion, had felt for Tief fio^ more-tbaii-, 
a sensuous "desire. Marietta, whose vanity has received a deadly wound, 
now^etemiineno take up the struggle with the dead woman in earnest. 
Her persuasive arts make it easy for her once more to fascinate her 
weak and spineless admirer. He agadmi surrenders himself to her, 
denying his dead. He wishes to accompany her, enter her house. "No, 
to your home,'* she cries with demoniac insistence, **to the home of the 
dead woman" ! There she will celebrate the new night of love, there 
drain the draught of her triumph over the dead wife to the dregs. 

In the Third Tableau, in which the incidents of the "Dream Vision" 
are continued, Paul sees Marietta — the night of love has passed and 
gone — ^in his home, an the sanctuary Where he keeps his relics. Filled 
with the demoniac feeling of her triumph, which she has not scrupled to 
exhibit before the dead woman's picture, she tries Paul's feelings of piety 
and remorse to the utmost. While a Corpus -Christi Day processional is 
passing without. Marietta tries to distract Paul's attention by erotic 
temptation. He must kiss her that moment, that very moment. Horri- 
fied, Paul repulses her. In his exditement he imagines the sacred pro- 
cession is entering the room, moving toward him with threatening 
gestures. When Marietta mocks his superstition, Paul defends his belief 
in love and faith with the deepest emotion, and thereby rouses Marietta 
to new attacks. She reproaches him brutally with his hypocrisy, his 
idolatry of her viciousness, his weakness and lack of character. When 
Paul shows her the door, she does not leave, but once more resuming 
her struggle with the dead, snatches up the relic, the golden strand of the 
dead woman's hair, winds it about her neck, and laughing scornfully, 
begins to dance. Frantic with rage, Paul flings himself upon the creature 
who is desecrating what he holds most sacred, and strangles her with 
the strand of hair. 

At this moment the Vision ends. Paul awakes. Mariietta enters — 
as in the First Tableau — as if she had just gone away. She has re- 
turned to fetch Jhe roses _which.-.she had forgotten. "A sign, as tho ugh 
I were to stay . . ." Since Paul remains silent, she goes off smiling, 
shrugging her shoulders. Paul wlill not see her again. He has under- 
stood, he is cured. A dream of bitter realities has destroyed the dream 
of his fantasy: "How far should we give way to grief, how far dare, 
without disaster? Harrowing conflict of^^O^jeart" ! Paul will'Ieave' 
Bruges, the dead" city , ttfi^-f encler unto life that whiclTTnife's. On the 
fields of ear^th there is no meeting again with those who have gone 
before, there is no resurrection. 

Dr. J. K. 



€tiics BU6* 

(S3ctJ?auL Gin IlcineS (3cma^ bon geringcr ^ie|c mit alien Jd&tpc- 
ren Srtobcln. S)cr biiftcrc ©inbrnc! langcr Unbcmifetl^eit nnb unbe=» 
too^n^cit Itcgt boriibcr. S)tc rixdmartigc SBanb btlbet 8tt)ci borfprin* 
genbe (&dtn; ben 9lcmm atuifc^en biefen ®dtn ne^men bret bid bier 
8ur aUgemeinen fttuftrittgtiire fiil^rcnbe ©tufen ein beren oberfte fo 
breit ift, baft fie eine ^rt ^obium batftellt. £inlS [bom Suff^tmer] 
ein in bie SBanb eingebautcr ©d^ranl mit ©|jieael. ©eftelle mit alien 
^ippt^ unb ^fiotoQxopW^ in fRaHimtn. tinf einem JCifd^en eine 
©lagirul^e mit dbfithhaxcm S^tdtl, in bet ^ri ber ©laSfturse alter 
Ul^ren, barin eine ^aarfled^ie. £inl§ bic JCiire, bie in SOtorienS 8^"^* 
met ful^renb gu benlen ift. 2)ie linfe borfpringenbe SBanb nimmt 
ein blumenbe!ran3ie§, lebenSgro^eS, auf ben yoohen reicbenbeS portrait 
SWarienS mit ©j^atol nnb Saute ein; babor ein SBor^ang an einer 
S^ffinfiftonge, bie nur an einem (Snbe befeftigt ift, fo ha^ fit mit bem 
S^orl^ang teid^i na(§ borne gu brel^en ift unb haS $13ilb fidgibar toirb. 
^lumen and) an Siire unb ben iibrigen ^l^oiograpl^ieral^men. SBreiieg 
genfter red^iS nad^ ber ©trafee mit alien ©|jifegarbinen. ^n beffen 
vtahc ein jjauieuil. ^n ber red^ten @d!e [im JBorbergrunbe] JCifd^ mit 
©ofagarnitur. @ine fiauie an ber SBanb. — ©onniger ©pdt5erbft»» 

nad^mittag.) 

@tfte ® i t n t 

(fd^Iiefet bon aufeen auf unb lofet JJranI eintreten) 

ajel^utfaml $ier ift allc^ alt, 
®eft)enftifd^. 

(®ie aie^t bie ®arbineJpo<^. S)ie ©onne bringt in einem breiten 

©tra^t in5 S^nmer) 

a3i^ geftem brang nod^ feincr 

Sn btefe ©tube aufeer il^m unb mtr, 

S)te Sal^re burd^, bie er in 95riigge Icbt. 

Sftan! 

Unb geftern — ? 

SBtigitta 

@tc finb fettt greunb, $err gtan! — 

©0 fei^ gefagt. 

Sa, geftern fd^ten er gana getoanbelt. 

@r bebte bor ©rregung, f^Iud^at' unb lad^te. 

„®te SCitren auf 1" fo rtef er, 

„fiafet Sid^t in meinen S^entpell 

S)te SCoten ftelien auf I" 

fjtonf 

SBte fonberbarl 
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FIRST PICTURE 

{Paul's home. A small, shallow room tvith old, heavy furniture, 
and giving the gloomy impression of not having been used or in- 
habited for a long time. The back wall forms two projecting 
angles, the space between which is occupied by three or four steps 
leading to the general entrance. The top step is so broad that it 
forms a sort of platform^ L. of the audience, a wall-cupboard with 
a mirror. Small tables with old ornaments and photographs in 
frames. On one of these tables a glass coffer with detachable 
lid, in the style of an antique glass clock-shade; a plait of hair 
lies in the coffer. On the L. a door, supposed to lead to Marie's 
room. The left projecting wall is occupied by a life-sized portrait 
of Marie with scarf and lute. This reaches to the floor, is festooned 
with flowers and covered with a curtain fixed on to a brass rod. The 
rod is only fix>ed at one end and can be swung round with a touch 
to disclose the picture. The door and the photo-frames are also 
decorated Tvith flowers. On the R. a wide window with shabby 
lace curtains looks on to the street; and near it is an easy chair. 
In the R. corner of the foreground, a table tvith sofa, etc. On 
the wall a lute, A sunny afternoon in late autumn). 

SCENE 1 

BRIGITTA 

(Unlocks the door from outside and admits Frank) 

Step gently! Here everything is old and ghostlike. 

(She draws back the window-curtain. A wide shaft of sunshine 

slants across the room) 

Till yesterday no one had crossed this threshold 

Excepting him and me, 

The many years he lived in Bruges. 

FRANK 
And yesterday? 

BRIGITTA 
You are his friend, sir, 

So I will tell you. 

Yes, yesterday he seemed another man. 

He sobbed and laughed and trembled with excitement. 

"Throw the doors open," cried he, 

"Let light into my temple! 

"The dead are resurrected !" 

FRANK 
How very strange! 

9 



93ttgiita 

©el&t — SRojen unb SebJojen an ben 9lal)men 

(3etgt cmf bie S^iire linl§) 

Unb an bet SCiir gu tl)rcm Sintmer, 

^n bem fie Ittt unb ftarb. 

(toctft auf ba§ bcrpngtc a3tlb unb bre^t ben fGoxfyxxiQ gur ©cite) 
Sejonber^ b i e § ^tlb I)ot er fd^on gefd^miidEt. 

©agt, ift fie bag —? 3Karie? 

93tt0iita 

®ag to r fie. ^n bem IieHen, toettlien Mcibc, 
®a§ er fo lieBte. 

Stan! 
(betrad&tet ha^ 83tlbm§) 

©d^on — I 
§crrgottl SBie leud^tet biefeg $aarl 

Stigitta 

(aetgt auf bie ^tftaUtrixl^e) 

®a brunter Itegt ein ©trctlin bon biefem $aar. 
SBie fliiffige ©ulaten, ni4)t Wal)v'? 

fjtanf 

@r I)at eg aufBetoafirt? 
©eltfam. 

SJtigilta 

Unb I)ier — 
(mtt etner S3eiiiegung iiber hen ^an^en Staum l^in) 

^etn SledE, ber ntdE)t bon fetner SCoten f:|:)rad)e. 
®r nenntg bie ^rd^ beg ©etoefenen. 

(fie 5at grani langfam nml^ergeful^rt, ber finnenb aU bie 93rlber, 
Slnbenfen unb S^eliquien betrad^tet) 

Stan! 

©0 im ©etoefenen lebt er ftetg? 

Srifiitta 

93ig geftern immer fo. Gr fagte: „Srugge 

Unb id), ioir finb eing. 

aSir Beten ©dijonftcg an: 3SergangenI)eit." 

fjtan! 

Unb bu/93rigitt? (grtragft bu bag? 

®u — eine grau? 

SodEig bid^ ing 2eBen nid)t I)inaug? 

10 



BRIGITTA 
Look — roses and carnations round the pictures. 

(Pointing to door on L.) 

And round the door of her own bedroom ' 
Where she lay ill and died. 

{Points to the portrait and swings aside the curtain) 

This portrait he adorned with special care. 

FRANK 
Tell me, is that— 'Marie? 

BRIGITTA 

That was she. In the light, clinging dress 
He loved so dearly. 

FRANK 

(Looks at the portrait) 

Handsome — ! 
By Jove! What gorgeous hair! 

BRIGITTA 

(Points to the crystal coffer) 

Inside here lie some tresses of her hair. 
Like liquid gold, aren't they, sir? 

FRANK 
He has preserved them? 

Curious. 

BRIGITTA 
And here — 

(Indicates the whole room) 

No spot but does recall his dead. 
"The Temple of the Past," he calls it. 

(She has slowly led Frank round the room; lost in reflection he 
inspects the pictures, relics and mementoes) 

FRANK 

And so he lives for ever in the past? 

BRIGITTA 

Always till yesterday. "Bruges," he would say, 

"And I — we two are one. 

We worship the most beautiful: the Past." 

FRANK 

And you, Brigitta? Can you endure it? 

You, a woman? 

Does not the world outside attract you? 
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(leifct) 

SBaiS Helen x\i, ba^ toeife xi) nid^t, $crr Sranf. 
S(J& Bin aCein. $ter aber, l&ier ift Siefic, 
®Q^ Weife td&. Unb foo Siebc, 
©tent eine arme grau aufrieben. 

(c8 fd^ellt broufecn) 
®a ift er. 

($aul trttt ctn, ncrbo§, bon cinem (Srlebnig crrcgt) 

granfl Sronfl 

(ittnormt il^n )^eftig) 

(lad^elnb) 
aJrigitta fiil&rt' mid^ in bie „^rcl^e be§ ©etoefnen" — 

(IcBl^aft) 

®e§ ©etoefnen? 3ietnl 

(3U 95rtgitta) 

Sauf fd^nell l^inab 

Sum ©artner — Iiole SRofenl 93etbe 2[rme t)oIII 

@g foC ergliifien Iiier bon roten SRofen. 

(cr 5at S3rtgitta l^incrngfiebrongt) 
- (3u gran!) 
®u \aW il^r aJilb — 

fjfran! 

Set, fie tDor fd^on, unb t)iel l^oft bu berloren — 

(in ba§ S3ilb bcrfunlcn) 
SDiarie, 3Karie, bein 3ltem, beinc Slugenl 

(3u gran!) 
aSie fagft ®u? ©ie War fd^on? 

f^atil 

©etoife. 

$attl 

©ie h) a r fdjon, fagft bu? 

(Icibenfd^aftltd^) 
©ieiftfc^on! SftI 
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BRIGITTA 

(Lowering her voice) 

I know nought of the world outside, sir, 
I am alone. But here, love dwells — 
That I do know. And where love dwells, 
A poor lone woman is content to serve. 

{A ring outside) 
Here he is. 

SCENE 3 
{Enter Paul in a state of high nervous tension) 

PAUL 
Frank ! Friend ! 

{Embraces him impetuously) 

FRANK 

{Smiling) 
Brigitta's showing me the "Temple of the Past." 

PAUL 

{Forcibly) 
Of the Past? No, no! 

{To Brigitta) 

Run down quickly to the gardener — 
Bring up some roses. Both arms full! 
This place must glow with crimson roses. 

{He has hurried Brigitta out) 

{To Frank) 
You've seen her portrait — 

FRANK 
Yes, she was lovely, and your loss is great — 

PAUL 
{Absorbed in the portrait) 

Marie, Marie, your breath, your eyes! 

{To Frank) 

What said you? She was lovely? 

FRANK 
Indeed. 

PAUL 

She was, you said? 

{Passionately) 

She is! She is! 
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gfnml 

(bliift tl^n foifd^enb an) 

Sn beiuer gmitafie — ? 

$aul 
SReiii/ nein, fie lebtl 
aJalb ift fie i^ier, fie tel^rt suriidE . 
O I|or ein SPZdrd^en an, 
Sin iDunberbareS SPlard^en. 
®u iDcifet bafe id^ in Sriigge blieb, 
SlUetn 8u fein niit meiner Stoten. 
®ie tote grau, bie tote ©tabt, 
©ie floffen gu gelieimni^DoIIem ®IeidE|ni§. 
Unb taglid^ fd^ritt id^ gleid^en SBeg, 
3Kit il&rem ©d^atten Slrm in Slrnt/ 
Sum SWinnetoaffer, auf bie glad^e ftarrenb, 
Sl&r treue^ Silb mit S;ranen mir erfel)nenb, 
®en fiifecn, fanft in fid^ gelel^rten SlidE, 
®en Qolbnen ©d^immer il^re^ $aat§. ' 
Unb geftern toieber traumte id^ am ©itter 
SSon ber ©ntfd^lDunbenen, bon xi)v, SWarie. 
§oIt mir \t)t Stntlife au§ ber SCiefe. 
©0 gong tear fie mir na'f), toie einft 
Sn fernen ©liidEeMogen — fef)nenb, liebenb . . 
Stt meine§ ©d^oun^ 3JerfunIenI)eit 
©rfd^aHen ©d^ritte. 
^d) lord^e . . . 

©in ©d&atten gleitet iiber^ SBaffer. 
Sci& Hicfe auf: 

aSor mir ftel^t eine grau im ©onnenlid^t. 
granll @ine grau . . . im SDZittagBglaft 
©rglangt SWarienS golbneg $aar, ben Sit)^3en 
©ntfd^Webt SKarienB fii§e§ Soijeln. 
Sfiid^t fil^nlid^feit mel)r — nein, ein SBunber, 
SegnabigungI ©^ fd^ien fie felbft, mein SBeib! 
@in gieber fafete mid^ nad^ altem OliidE. 
®ott, fd^rie id^, toenn bu gnabig bift, 
®ib fie mir gang guriidEl 
Unb l^eute SWittag ft)rad& id^ fie, 
Sebenben ^ergenS, gtoeifeBtDunb — 
2)er SBunber allergrofete^ : 
SJlarienS ©timme flang au^ il^rem SDlunb! 

IJtanI 

Sm oben ©riigge eine Unbelannte? 

Sd^ njeife nid&i toer fie ift — 
Qnh fie gu mir in meine ©infamfeit. 
©ie iommt unb in il^r fommt 
9Kir meine 5Cote, fommt 3Karie. 

14 



FRANK 

{Looks at him searchingly) 

In your imagination — ? 

PAUL 
No, no, she lives! 

Soon she'll be here — ^she's coming back. 

Oh, hear this fairy-tale, 

This wondrous fairy-tale. 

You know that I remained in Bruges 

To be alone with my dear dead one. 

My dead young wife and this dead city 

Seemed to be fused in one mysterious being; 

And day by day I took the self -same path, 

— My dear one's shadow on my arm — 

Down to the water, gazing at its surface 

And tearfully evoking her dear image. 

Her sweet and gently contemplating look, 

The golden lustre of her hair. 

Well, yesterday, I stood as usual by the rails 

And dreamed of my dear lost one, Marie, 

Seeking her image in the waters. 

She seemed as near to me as once 

In happy bygone days — ^yearning and loving. 

And as I stand there lost in gazing, 

Footsteps resound. 

I listen — 

A shadow glides across the water. 

I look up: 

Before me in the sunlight stands a woman — 

Frank! A woman!— in the noonday haze 

I see the gleam of Marie's golden hair. 

The tender smile of Marie's lips. 

'Twas not a likeness — no, a miracle, 

An act of mercy ! It seemed my wife, her very self ! 

A fever seized me for my long lost joy. 

"O God," I cried, "if Thou art merciful. 

Give her quite back to me!" 

And now to-day I spoke with her. 

My heart aquiver, rackt with doubt — 

And greatest of all wonders: 

'Twas Marie's voice that sounded from her lips! 

FRANK 
An unknown woman in deserted Bruges? 

PAUL 
I know not who she is — 

I asked her here, into my lonely house; 

She's coming, and in her 

My Marie, my dead Marie, comes back to me! 
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(emft) 

£)u Btft etn SCroumcr, ®ctftcrfel&cr — 

3 <i& fel& Me S)inge, fel& Me Sfrouen 

©0 tote [te ftnb. SBittft bu 

Sum $erm Md^ fiber Stob unb fieben fd^totngcn? 

@in lebenb ©etn aur ?Put)^e be§ SSerftorbnett itomqen ? 

©efd^eibe bid^l 8u latig morft bu aHeitt, 

2)ein SBIut murrt gegett btefe 2;rQuer. 

©etS brum/ umarme erne fd&otte grou, 

®oci^ SEote lafe mtr fd^Iafett. 

^aitl 

Sci& hJtff ben Stroum ber SBteberfel^r berttefen, 
3Btff fie burd^ btefe Stfire fd^retten, 
3Btff fie ben Sioum burd^Ieud^ten fel^n, 
Sn bem tl^r Iiolber ®uft nod^ fd^toebt 
®er SR^tl&muS tl&reB SBefenB toeU. 
Stt tl^r. Me fommi f ommt mir 3Karie, 
Siommt metne Stote. 

i$rrait{ 

2)u fd^tofirmft fur etn ^J^ontom! 

(fafet t^n Bet ber $anb, l^erglid^) 
SJietn greimb — gu red&ter 3ett 
^ot btefe SHetfe mtd^ gu btr geful^rt. 
£)etn ttef ©eful^I l^at btd^ bertotrrt — 
2)etn ticf ©effil^I mufe btd^ Qud^ l^eilen. 
S<J& 06^ — bod^ bQlb fel^r t^ surfidt. 
®qS Xrugbtlb toetd^t — ber 9?eBeI totrb ftd^ tetlen. 
(fd^iittclt ^oul mtt frewnbfd^aftltd6er ©cBorbc bte ©onb, il^nt l^eraltd^ 
tnS Sluge Blidfenb. $cml Beglettet t^n aur S^iire) 

^titte ©jette 

^attl 

(gum 93ilbc guriidgefel^rt) 

9?ur betner liarr td^, nte SSerlorenel 

SBer fann tl^n benn berftelien, 

®er ©eelen ttef gel^etmntSboIIen ©unb? 

(brel^t ben SBor^ctng hjtebcr guriidf. ©etn 93ltrf faUt auf bte Qaax^ 
reliqnic; er BcBt tnBriinftig ben ©laSfd^rein l^od^, ber in boKer ©onne 

funlelt) 

2)u — fiBerlebenbeg Don il^rer ©d^onl&eit — 
©0 toirft bu toieber l^olb erftel&en? 
SBcrb nrieber td& auf toeifeer ©ttrn 
^a^ ©olbgelodEte leud^ten fel^n? 
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FRANK 
(Seriously) 

Paul, 'tis a dangerous game you play. 

You are a dreamer and a seer of ghosts — 

But / see things and women 

As they are. Dare you aspire 

To gain control o*er life and death? 

To force a living being to be the puppet of the dead? 

Listen to reason! You've lived alone too long, 

Your blood rebels against eternal mourning. 

Well then, embrace a pretty woman if you will, 

But let the dead sleep on in peace. 

PAUL 

(In a state of exaltation, as though he had not been listening) 

I want to see my dream of her return accomplished, 

To see her stepping through this door. 

To see her lighting up this room 

In which her lovely fragrance hovers still, 

The poetry of her being dwells .... 

In her who's coming, will my Marie come. 

My dear, dead Marie. 

FRANK 
You're worshipping a phantom! 

(Affectionately taking his hand) 

My friend — at the right moment 

My path has led me to you. 

Your ardent love has obscured your vision — 

Your ardent love must be your remedy. 

I have to go — but will return ere long. 

The mists will break — and the illusion pass. 

(Shakes Paul kindly by the hand and looks at him affectionately. 
Paul accompanies him to the door). 

SCENE 3 

PAUL 

(Returning to the portrait) 

'Tis you alone I wait for, you I never lost! 

Who is there that can fathom it, 

The deep mysterious bond twixt soul and soul? 

(He draws back the curtain. The relic of hair catches his eye — 

reverently he lifts up the ^glass coffer which sparkles in the sunlight) 

Oh thou, that dost survive her beauty-^- 

Wilt thou arise again? 

Shall I once more behold the golden tangle 

Upon her snowy brow? 
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SSitrtc Sjene* 

(trttt cin auf bctbcn Strmcn S3Iumen) 

(ftcEt rafd^ ben ©d&rctn mcbcr) 

Sa, SRofen — fo ift§ rcd^tl 

(cr ntmt tl^t btc SBIumcn ab, fiillt bic JBafcn, lauft ^in unb l^cr) 

93ttgitta 

(aogcrnb) 
§crr 5PquI — k)crf(f)Icicrt . . . cine 2)amc — 

$aul 

(faft fd^rcicnb) 
Hub foflft c^ iiid)t? — Siil}r fie I)crein. 

93rtgttta 

(ime protefticrcnb) 
§err ^oul — bcbcnfen ©ie — bie SBelt . . . 

aSenn bu mtd£) licbft — fcfimeig unb geljord^e! 

93rtgitia 

(Bcfturat ab) 

$anl 

(tnmitten be§ 8inimcr§ ftel^cnb, fd^Iicfet btc Stugcn) 

SWarie! 9Zod) einmal faug id) beine 3ii0^/ 
®ein I)oIbe§ SBefen in mid) ein. 
Sd) fel^e bid) ... id) fiil)le bid) . . . 
^e^t, ©ott, jefet gib fie mir suriidll 

fjiittftc @sene. 

(S)ic Stiirc offnet fid^, 301 a r i c 1 1 a fd^ldgt ben ©d&Ieter guriicf unb 
tritt in ^^itcrcr Unbefangcnl^ett, ladftelnb, mit bent Slnftaitb unb ber 
SBiirbc, ber fid^ il^rer ©d^on^eit bettjufeten grou unb mit ber ©ragie 
ber S^an^erin l^erein. ©ie faUt in ber golge ofterS auS bainen^after 
§altung in ba§ frete ©el^aben ber 5hiltffentoelt. Sflatb^sbcrberbteS, 
citle§, id^fiid^tigcg, aber itntner liebenShmrbtgeg SBefen; toieber^olt 
brid^t cin Icibcnfdiaftltd^eS crottpcS 5tcm|)erantent l^^rDor. ^anl 

iucnbct fid^ urn, offnet bie Slugcn) 

(bon ber ^l^nlid^feit ergriffen, unltJiUfurlidfi) 
O inunberbor! 

(bicibt unbclDcglid^ unb ftarrt fie luie cine (Srfd^cinung an) 
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SCENE 4 

(Brigitta enters, her arms full of Howers) 

PAUL 
(Puts down the casket quickly) 

Ah, roses, that is right! 

(He takes the Howers from her, /ills the vases, bustles about) 

BRIGITTA 
(Hesitatingly) 
Mr. Paul — ^a lady — veiled — 

PAUL 
(Almost shouts) 

And you never told me! Show her in — 

BRIGITTA 
(Protesting) 

Mr. Paul — consider — ^the world — 

PAUL 
If you care for me — be silent and obey! 

BRIGITTA 

(Goes off in dismay) 

PAUL 
(Standing in the middle of the room, zmth closed eyes) 

Marie! Yet once again let me absorb 
Your features and your charm into my being. 
I see you ... I can feel you .... 
Now, give her back to me, my God. 

SCENE 5 

(The door opens. Marietta puts back her veil and enters the 
room. She is cheerfully ingenuous, with the manner and dignity 
of a woman conscious of her beauty and with the grace of a 
dancer. As a consequence, she often lapses from her ladylike de- 
portment into the freer manners of the stage world, A naively 
spoilt, vain, egotistical, but always amiable creature; repeatedly 
showing signs of a passionate and erotic temperament, Paul turns 
round and opens his eyes), 

PAUL 

(Struck by the likeness, involuntarily) 
Oh, marvellous! 

(Remains motionless staring at her as at an apparition) 

19 



(leid^t) 

Set, tounbevbax — td^ ftaune felbft, 
SJetfe felbft faum, toa^ mid^ l^crgelocft. 
®ar bringlid^ mufeten ©ie gu bitten — 
Unb ic^t fein aSort be§ ©onfe — fein ©rufe? 

(rcid^t il^ $iit unb ©deleter unb tPtrft fid^ in cin gautcuil, uml^crs^ 

blidEenb) 

Sled^t fd^on bci gotten — 

©ie ftnb tool^I retd^? 

(ergreift cincn 8flofenftraufe unb ri'^.d^t baran) 

Unb Siofen aunt SBiff?ommenl 
©ie gliil^en rotem geuer gleid^ 1 

(Spaul ^cA $ut unb ©d^irm, ol^nc baS ?luec absuloenbcn, in ©ntpfang 

genontmen) 

9Iod& imnter fteif unb ftumnt? 

SBie bog nod^ Sriigge \)a%t\ 

Sn biefe§ tote Sfieft mit feiner biiftern ©tarre! 

2Iud^ Ilier iftB mobrig toie in einer ®ru[t! 

©in ®rab gefd^miidtt ntit ©lumen — 

Uff — x^ erftidCe. 

(ctuffpringcnb) 

®od^ mid& friegt il^r nid^t unterl 

S<% bin bergnugt unb liebe baB SSergniigen, 

Sieb trite Sreuben, lieb bie ©onnel 

(auf i5r Qaax tocifcnb) 
S)ie ©onne lod^t in biefem $Qar . . . 

9Ratietta 

(bed fid^ ntit gcfdbtneibigcr S3eh>cgHd&!eit im Sttntncr ^crutngcbrcl^t/ i^t 
mid faUt fliid^ttg ouf bic rings aufgcfteUtcn S3ilbcr* unb spi^oto^ 

Qxap^itxd^xmn) 

Unb Iiier befd^eint fie SJilber fd^oner ©amen. 

(mit betn t?ingcr brol^enb) 

®ie ©alerie ber g^Quen, bie ©ie geliebt? 

(loie fiir fid^) 

S)er ©timnte ©ilbcrglang — ber ©d^ultern 
SKelobifd^ toiegen unb be§ ^op\^^ 5fteigen . . . 

Maxittta 

(gtcid^fom ben ^am|)f aufnc^mcnb, Ja^) 

®en SWantel fort — 

(Icgt ben Tlantcl ab) 
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MARlETtA 
iLightly) 

Yes, marvellous — I am surprised myself 
And scarce can tell what urged me hither. 
You were most pressing in inviting me — 
And now — ^no word of thanks — ^no greeting? — 

(Hands him her hat and veil, throws herself into an armchair and 

looks about her) 

Nice rooms youVe got — 
You*re rich, I s'pose? 

(Takes up a hunch of roses and smells them) 

And roses here to welcome me! 
Glowing as red as fire! 

(Paul has taken her hat and veil without removing his eyes 

from her) 

What, stiff and dumb as ever? 

How that fits in with Bruges! 

With this dead hole and gloomy atmosphere! 

This room too, is as musty as a vault! 

A grave decked out with flowers — 

Ugh! it stifles me. 

(Jumping up) 

But no, you can't depress me! 

Fm full of life and fond of pleasure 

Of mad enjoyment and of sunshine! 

PAUL 
(Pointing to her hair) 
The sun is laughing in your hair .... 

MARIETTA 

(Supple and nimble, has roved about the room and glanced at the 
framed pictures and photographs standing about) 

And here it falls on many pretty women. 

(Points a menacing finger at him) 
The gallery of women you have loved? 

PAUL 

(To himself) 

Her voice's silvery tones — ^the rhythmic swaying 
Of her shoulders — ^the drooping of her head — 

MARIETTA 

(Abruptly taking up the challenge as it were) 
Here, take my cloak — 

(Takes off her cloak) 
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93in ic^ nidjt fd^on? 

(ftcHt \\d) Dor i^n l^in, fofctt) 
SRic^t {djoner ate Me atte? 

2[II bag ID a r fd)6n — ©ie f i n b B 1 

a3ei @ott — ii)v meib — 

®ie Qleid|€ garBe — faft ber gleid^e ©d^nttt — 

(t)on cincm ©cbanfen erfafet, luic in unlmbcrftc^Hd&cr Scl^nfiici^t) 

3u biefem Sleibe pa^t ein alter ©fiatrri, 

SDer f)ier bertDaljrt ift. 

®orf ii) tl)n itm bie fd^onen ©d^ultern {jSngen? 

SRarietta 

(iibermiittg) 
©ie iDoHen mid£| nod) fdEjoncr? 

$attl 

(l^at au§ bem ©d^ran!, bcr offcn bicibt, cinen ©l^oii^l (jel^olt iinb lent 

il^n il^r aart um) 

a^atietta 

SBie n^eid^ bie alte ©eibel 

©ie mad^t mid^ irolilig fd£|auern — 

3itm ©t)icgel — rafd^! S^itn ®p\eqd — 

(bcfd^aut fid^ im ©picgcl) 

(iinlt)ill!iirlid^, trenn 3?Jarictta, bie einen SJloment burd^ ben ©picgel 

gebedt tvax, ttneber fid^tbar trirb) 

2Rariel 

3ftaxitUa 

(nod^ beim ©|)iegelfd[)ranl, ben fie gefd^Ioffen 5«t) 

2«arie? Sd& iieifee 2Rarietta. 

(fleine $Paufe) 
aSag i)aben ©ie? 

5ftid^tg — nid^tg . . . ^^ bttte . . . 

SSergeilien ©ie . . . 

(nimt bie £aute Don ber SSanb. Wlit garter 93itte) 
Unb — nel)men ©ie nod) ba^ — 

aMctictta 

®ie alte Saute? 

©ie finb iDoIiI Scaler, Braud^en ein 3KobeII? 

(nimmt IadC)eInb nnb ad^felgndfenb, mie um au^ biefen ®ef alien an 
tun, bie Saute; bann einer jjIofelidEien £aune folgenb) 
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Am I not beautiful? 

(Stands in front of him, coquettishly) 
More beautiful than any of these? 

PAUL 
All these were — ^you are! 

(To himself) 

By heav'n — ^her dress — 

The selfsame colour — almost the same design — 

(Struck by an idea, in irresistible longing) 

An antique scarf that's in the cupboard here 

Would suit this dress. 

May I not drape it round your pretty shoulders? 

(In high spirits) 

MARIETTA 
You want me prettier still? 

PAUL 

(Has fetched a scarf from the cupboard which remains open. He 

drapes it gently round her) 

MARIETTA 

What soft and silken texture! • 

It feels so nice and cosy — 
A mirror — quick! A mirror — 

(Looks at herself in the mirror) 

PAUL 

(Involuntarily, as Marietta, whom the mirror had concealed for 

a moment, emerges again) 
Marie ! 

MARIETTA 

(Still by the cupboard which she has closed) 
Marie? My name is Marietta! 

(Short pcMse) 
What is the matter with you? 

PAUL 
Oh — nothing — please — forgive — me — 

(Takes the lute from the wall. In pleading tones) 

And — won't you take this, too? 

MARIETTA 
What, this old lute? 

Are you a painter looking for a model? 

(Smiling and shrugging her shoulders, she takes the lute as if to 
oblige him in this also; then obeying a sudden impulse) 
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tftmt — 3u bet alien Soutc 
®ef)btt etn oltcS Sieb. 

(ilberrafdbt) 
S8ic — fittflcn ©tc — ? 

SRatietta 

ertroglid^, fogt man — 
SBennS aud& mein gad^ nid)t ift: 
Unb SCrourigeg am Itebften. 
aSollI toetl td& fonft fo iibermuttQ bin. 

(gcf|)rod^ch) 
©oH td^? — SRun — f)bxen ©ie. 

(ftngt) 
©liidf, ba5 mir berblteb, 
Stud au mir, mein treueiS Sieb. 
Stbenb ftnft im ^aog — 
aSift mir ber Si(|t unb 5Sag. 
95ange ^jod^et ^era an §er3 — 
$offnung fd^toingt fii) J^immelmartS. 

(hne bcrlorcn) 
SBie toal^r/ ein traurig Sieb. 

3ftaxitita 

®a§ Sieb bom treuen Sieb, 
®a^ fterbcn mufe. 

(hnrb aufmerffam) 
aBa§ l^aben ©ie? 

Sd& fenn bo§ Sieb. 

Sd& l^ort e5 oft in jiungen/ 

Sjn fd^onem Stagen ... 

(gcfprod^cn) 

@§ ]&at nod& einc ©tro^jl^e — 
SBeife id& fie nod&? 

(cr fcfet ftrie med&antfd^ fort, ©ic f|3iclt bic fiautc unb fdHt cin. ^ie 
©tra^Ien bcr untcrgcl^cnbcn ©onnc iiberfluten bcibe) 

9?al|t aud^ ©orge triib, 
SRiid 5U mir, mein treuej^ Sieb. 
SFieig bein blafe ©efid^t — 
©terben trenrrt un§ nid^t. 
3Ku6t bn einmal bon mir gel^n, 
®Ioub, e§ gibt ein 9tuferfte|n. 

(lafet erfd&iittcrt has Qavipi auf bic 93nxft ftn!en. SFJartctta blidft il^n 
crft bcfrembct, bann ft)6ttifd^ an. $paufe) 
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Well, your old-fashioned lute 
Needs an old-fashioned song. 

PAUL 

(Surprised) 
What — ^you sing? 

MARIETTA 

Quite passably, they say — 

Tho* it is not my line; 

And sad songs for choice. 

Because I'm always jolly, I suppose! 

(Spoken) 

Shall I? Wfell then, listen. 

(Sings) 
Joy that true did prove. 
Hold me fast, my faithful love. 
Evening closeth grey — 
Thou'rt my light and day. 
Heart to heart doth beat in pain — 
Hope soars heavenward again. 

PAUL 
(Quite lost in thought) 

How true — a sad, sad song. 

MARIETTA 

The song of the faithful lover 
Who has to die — 

(Observing him) 

Why, what's the matter? 



I know the song. 

I often heard it sung 

In happier bygone days . . 

There's yet another verse — 
Can I remember it? 



PAUL 



(Spoken) 



(He continues half mechanically. She plays the lute and joins m. 
The rays of the setting sun fall on them both) 

Clouds may loom above. 

Hold me fast, my faithful love. 

Lie close on my heart. 

Dying cannot part. 

When the hour comes you must go. 

You will rise again, I know. 

(Overcome with emotion his head drops on his breast. Marietta 
stares at him first in amazement, then mockingly. A pause) 
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SRarietta 

^a§ bummc 2ieb, e^ l)at ©ie gana Dcraaubert. 

(SBon bcr ©trafec luftigcg ^raHcrn. ©afton, fiucicnnc unb Juliette 

flanieren broufecn Dor bcm gcnftcr borbci, cbcntueH xm SO'larfd^taft 

mit ©paaicrftocf unb ©d^trmcn auf§ 5pflafter fd^Iagcnb) 

®aftott 

(braufecn) 

S)trtbi, biribi, biribonl 
SBa§ foH eg, bafe bu faumig bift! 
$ab bid^ ia l&eut nod^ nid^t gefiifet. 
S)iribi, biribon — fd^on Ttaxxon. 

(fiuctcnnc unb Juliette fallen bet ber le^ten Qcile ein) 

aJiartctta 

(ift aufgefprungcn, bergniigt auf^ord^enb) 
(tpciljrcnb bc§ ©cfancjcS) 

911} — I)ord^, ha fingt 

"SJlmx onbre fiiebddcn, fiiigt 

JhiB anbcrm 5ton — gar nidE)t fentimcntal — 

©afton 

(lt)ic borl^er) 

91id)t gilt ber fdE)onfte 5tag gelebt, 
SBenn bu mir ntd|t im 2trm gebebt. 
®iribt, biribon — fdjon 3Kariou. 

(fiuciennc unb Juliette ioic obcn) 

3Jlatictta 

®nfton iftg — tme ex bxoUxq fingtl 

(cilt 3iun gcnfter unb inill l^inau^minfcn) 

(I)alt fie auriirf) 
®ie Seute — SJriigge — 
SKan barf ©ie i)ier nidt)t fel^n — 

yjlaxittta 

(o^ne auf tl^n gu fiorcn, mit ben Sufeen aufftampfenb, iudl^rcnb man 
braufeen ©afton, Juliette unb £ucienne ba§ Sr)anfon pfeifenb fid) 

cntfernen l^ort) 

6r qei)t mit Juliette uxxh Sucienne — 
©dt)Iingt 2trm in 2trm — 

(|)lo^Iid^ tjergniigt, mit 93e3iel^un0 unb ©enugtuung) 

Unb benft an aWarionl 

{ha 5paul fie befrembet anfie^t, crlldrenb) 
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MARIETTA 
The silly song, why it has quite bewitched you! 

(Merry humming is heard from the street. Gas f on, Lucienne 
and Juliette, idling about, pass underneath the window; presently 
they start beating march-time on the pavement with walking-stick 
and sunshades'). 

GASTON 
{Outside) 

Diridi, diridi, diridon ! 
How is that you tarry, pray? 
I haven't kissed you yet to-day ! 
Diridi, diridon — fair Marion. 

{Lucienne and Juliette join in at the last line) 

MARIETTA 
{Has jumped up, listening joyfully) 

Ah, hark, they're singing | .^,^.^^ ^^^^^ 

Other songs out there — a different sort — < ... 

XT . X- . 1 \ are smgtng) 

Not sentimental — ( 

GASTON 

{As before) 

The fairest day is void of charms 
If I've not held you in my arms. 
Diridi — diridon — fair Marion. 

{Juliette and Lucienne as above) 

MARIETTA 
'Tis Gaston — Is he not absurd? 

{Hastens to the window, about to ivave to him) 

PAUL 

{Holds her back) 
The people — Bruges — 
You must not be seen here — 

MARIETTA 
{Paying no heed to him, stamps her foot as the three outside arc 

heard departing and zvhistling the refrain as they go) 

lie goes with Juliette and Lucienne — 
His arm in theirs — 

{With sudden delight, pointedly and zvith self-satisfaction) 

And thinks of Marion ! 

{As Paul looks at her uncomprehendingly , she explains) 
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3)ic greunbe finbS, bic bor ber ^obc Bummcln. 
2[ud^ td^ mufe inS 2;]&eQtcr — 

(blidft ftc bcrftanbmSloS an) 

©ie — 
VtavxtHa 

9htn io, mir ft)telen l^icr. 95tn StSnacrin. 

(h)tc frixl^cr) 

©ie Stanaerin? 

SRarietta 

©elDife, mein iDcrter ©rte^graml 
Scl) fotnm an^ StUe unb tang in SJriig^el 
erftaunt ©ie ba^'i ©ie lieben nid^t ben Stang? 
O Zan^, 9iauf(f|I 

(fdUt in ^ongfd^rittc unb ^anageftcn, l^cbt Icid^t haS jllcib, bcalcitct 
S^ana unb 2Bort auf bcr fiautc, ben Obcrlcib ^uriitfgcboGcn. 2lbcnb* 

r5te) 

D S^ana, SRoufd^I 

Suft quillt au^ mir, 

aSrouft iDilb in mir, 

Suft iagt ben 5PuB 

Unb bel^nt bie 3Wiftern. 

5Der SBinl ber $Qnb, 

®e§ gufeeS ©d^am 

aSerbergen ben SBunfd^ 

Unb berraten il^n liiftern. 

©in S)amon erlii^t rnid^, 

9}ef)errf4)t, befi^t mid| — 

XoVi unb toller fdjiDillt ber SReigen, 

gafet ntid^ JCauntel im 93eugen unb SFleigenl 

^eife Ireift mir ba^ 93Iut, 

§ei6 gliil^n bie SEriebe. 

D JCang, JRoufd^I 

Sd& tana bie le^te ®Iut 

Sd^ tana ben lefeten Jhtfe ber Siebel 

(innc^altcnb, Wie gu fid^ fomntenb, Icid^t, nod^ in bcr Ic^tcii ^ofc 

berl&arrcnb) 

Unb ie^t, mein §err, 
^e^t tana i^ i^ ^i^ 5Probe. 

(crft bcfrcntbct unb abQe\to%en biird^ ha^ bad^antifd^c ©el^abcn 2)^a* 
rictta§, has x^m 2autt unb ^IcibungSftiidC bcr S^otcn au cntlncil^cn 
fd^cint, bann immcr nicl^r bcr ^[^crfiil^rung crltegenb, feincr nirf)t 

mad^tig, cin Opfcr bcr ©tunc) 
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They are my friends, idling about 
Before rehearsal. I must 'be oflF, too, 
To the theatre. 

(Paul looks at her blankly) 

MARIETTA 
Why yes, we're acting here. I am a dancer. 

PAUL 

(As above) 

You— 

MARIETTA 

Just so, my worthy croaker! 
I come from Lille and dance in Bruges! 
Surprised, are you? Don't you like dancing? 
O dance, O bliss! 

(Falls into dancing steps and postures; daintily raising her skirt, 
she accompanies dance and song on the lute, with body thrown 
backwards from the waist .... Sunset glow). 

dance, O bliss! 
Inspired, I feel 
My senses reel. 
My pulses throb. 
With fevered rapture. 
Half coy, half bold. 
Now hot, now cold, 

1 seem to deny 

While I'm trying to capture! 

As one possess'd 

And onward press'd 

More and ever more entrancing 

Grows my wild and frenzied dancing! 

Hot courses my blood. 

Borne on my passion's flood — 

dance, O bliss! — 
Inspired from above 

1 dance the last, long kiss of love. 

(She stops as if coming to herself, and still remaining in her last 

posture, adds lightly) 

And now, good sir, 

I'll dance off to rehearsal! 

PAUL 

(Is at first amazed and repulsed by Marietta's wild behaviour, 
which seems to him to desecrate his dead wife's lute and scarf, but 
gradually, a prey to his senses, he succumbs more and more to 
temptation). 

29 



aWarictta — nem! 

®e]^ nid^t bon mtr — 

®ib S)auer Mefer ©tunbe Strauml 

SSom §tmmel 6tft bu mir gefd^enftl 

©rlofd^ne^ ©liic! ftammt ouf 

Unb retfet tntd^ bit entgegenl 

3KariettaI 

(brcitet bic Strmc nad^ tl^r au§) 

Vlatittta 

SBie ftilrmifci^I SKad^t bcr JCons 
®cm biiftcrn $errn fo l&eife? 

(luicbcr X^anabctDCOunocn) 
D SEang, Staufd)! 

(luill Quf fie 3U, urn fie 3U umfaffcu) 

ajlorictta 

(im Xan^e au§\vc\d)cnb, lierfctngt fid^ im 93iIbbor5an(j, fo ha^ er fid) 
gur ©eite belocgt unb ba§ 93ilb fid^tbar tuirb. ©rbltdft tjcrbufet ba§ 

SBilb) 

01)0 — bag bin ja id)l? 
S»iit©]&Qtt)I unb Saute!? 
SBcn ft)tel id) ba? 

(ftUrst bor ba§ 93ilb unb bedft e§ mit einer untt)in!urlid^cn S3ett)cgunQ 
bc§ ge^cn SOlarietta obtoel^renb auSgeftrcdften SlmtcS) 

O laffen ©ie — '§ tft exne SCote — 

(ben ^opf finfen laffenb, bumjjf bor fid^ 5in) 

©ie m a i) n t . . . 

3Slaxictia 

(nimntt il^n ftarr fijiercnb, ben (Sl^atol langfam bom ©alfe unb hjirft 

i^n nebft ber Saute mit einer gornigen ©efte auf ben ^ifd^. S)ann, 

ha fie ^aul in feiner SSerfunfenl^eit ber^arren fielpt, lad^t fie lout auf. 

gugleid^ r}6rt man bon ber ©affe ©afton fein Siebd^en pfetfcnb) 

Sri) — ©afton — 

(immer bor bem 93ilb, aufblirfenb, med^anifd^) 
©ie ntiificn in bie 5Probc, SWarietta . . . 

ajlatietta 

311) — 6r ift gut — ®r fd^idft mid) fort ! 
Sa, id) muf5 in bie ^JSrobe, irerter §err — 
Sana bie §clene in „SRobert ber SCeufel". 

(nimmt hen Si^anteT, fe^t hen Qui auf) 
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Marietta — no ! 

Don't leave me now — 

Let this short dream livie on! 

From heaven you are sent to me! 

Forgotten bliss flares up 

And beckons me toward you ! 

Marietta ! 

(Opens his arms to her) 

MARIETTA 
How fiery! Has my dancing 

Excited you so much? 

{Dancing-postures again) 
O danoe, O bliss ! 

PAUL 
{About to approach and embrace her) 

MARIETTA 

{Evading him as she dances, she gets entangled in the curtain 
over the picture. It szmjigs aside and reveals the portrait. She 
catches sight of it and stands arrested in amazement) . 

Hello! Why there am I 
With scarf and lute! 
Who am I meant to be? 

PAUL 

{Rushes up to the picture and covers it with an involuntarily 

defensive movement of his arm) 

O let it be — 'tis a dead woman — 

{His head droops and he mutters dully) 
She's warning me — 

MARIETTA 

{Staring at him icily, she slowly takes the scarf from her neck 
and throws it and the lute angrily on the table. Then seeing Paul 
persist in his abstraction, she bursts into a loud laugh. At that 
moment, Gaston is heard zvhistling his ditty in the street}. 

Ah — Gaston — 

PAUL 

(Still in front of the portrait, looking up, in mechanical tones) 
Tis time for your rehearsal, Marietta .... 

MARIETTA 

\h, he is kind — He sends me off! 

Yes, I'll be off to rehearsal, sir — 

I'm dancing "Helen" in "Robert the Devil." 

{Takes her cloak, puts on her hat) 

31 



2Wcin SctuBer — rafd^ fd&eint er berflogen — 

©in anbercr iDirlt ftorfer . . . 

Shin, mir red^t — 

'© ift ]&ocftfte Seit, mufe fort. 

.(iiJcrbcnb, nid&t ol^nc Slnmut) 

Die, bic mid& lieBcn, toiffen mid^ 8^ finben — 

@§ flibt ein SBieberfel^en im S^l^eoter 

(ob) 

(eS ift bunller gemoiben) 

(eine ^ute tDtberf)>red^enbet &nU)finbiingen, bed ©ebenfend an bie 

£ote, beiS gegl^altenS an feinen ^bantofien, mie bed neuermod^enben 

SJcrlangcnS, tl^r gur Xiirc nad&, cfftatifd^) 

D Slraum hex SBieberfel^r, entweid^c nid^t! 
3n bir, bie lam, fam meinc 2^ote, 
ftom SWaric . . . 

(SBon ©cge^ren crfafet, aufecr fid^) 
SWarietta! 

(grcift ntit bcr ^anb jur ©time, fdUt in ^od^fter ©rregung in einen 
fiel^nftul^I bom gcgcniiber bet Xuxt gum ^innner ber ^oten unb l^ebt 

ongftboE befd^toorenb bte ^mte) 

aWariettQ ! 

Sed^fte @3ene. 

($Io^Xid^e^erbun!eIung. fflut ^aul unb ber $ortrdtra]^« 
men linfg bleiben beleudbtet. SluS bent SRa^mcn tritt bie ©eftalt beS 
aWartcnS im ^leibe be§ 93tlbe§ mit ^"^oM unb fiautc unb fdbtoebt — 
©rfd^einung beS OetoiffenS unb feiner SfJerben — auf $Paul au, ber 
fid^, burd^ oie SBifion gebonnt, ftarren ^lidEei^ erl^ebt, ol^ne ben $Ia^ 

3u berlaffen) 

3Ratie 

5PauI . . . ?PouI . . . 

2)a Bift bu io, aJi r i e — id& toufete cS. 

aRatie 

95ift bug getoife, l^filtft bu mir nod^ bie 5Creu? 

Sd& l^alt fie bir. 

9lie fd&toanbeft bu au§ biefem SRaum . . . 

SRatie 

35rum nal&m id^ aud^ mein $aar nid^t mit, 

%U fort id& mufet, 

Siefe bir ben golbnen ©d^o^, ben bu geliebt. 
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My charm seems to have vanished quickly — 

Another's is more potent .... 

Well, alright— 

'Tis high time I were off. 

{Engagingly, not without charm) 

Who love me know where to find me — 
They need but follow me to the theatre. 

(Off) 
(It has grown darker) 

PAUL 

(A prey to conAicting emotions: the memory of his dead wife, 
the clinging to his imaginings; and again the newly awakened 
desires. He calls after her through the door ecstatically) : 

dream of love restored, forsake me not! 
In you who came, my dead on« came. 
My Marie 

{Seized with desire, beside himself) 

Marietta! 

{He grasps his forehead, and in deepest agitation, drops into an 
armchair in the front of the stage just opposite Jtis dead wife's 
bedroom door. Raising his arms in piteous invocation) : 
Marietta ! 

SCENE 6 

{The stage is suddenly darkened. Only Paul and the frame of 
the portrait on the left remain lighted up. Ftom out of the frame 
steps the Hgure of Marie, dressed as in the picture, tvith scarf 
and lute; a pluintasm of his conscience and disordered nerves. She 
glides towards Paul, who, hypnotized by the apparition, rises, star- 
ing at it with fixed eyes, but without moving from his place). 

MARIE 
Paul . . . Paul . . . 

PAUL 
Ah, Marie — you are here — I knew it — 

MARIE 
Are'you quite sure that you are true to me? 

PAUL 

1 am true to you. 

YouVe never vanished from this room. 

MARIE 

Ah, that is why I never took 

My hair with me. 

When I was torn away. 

But left the golden tresses that you lov'd. 
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9Rarie 

SJiein $aar [tirbt ni(f|t, eg tt)ad)t in beinem $au8. 
Unfere Sicbe mar, ift unb mirb fcin. 

S)u bift bei mir, biftS immer, eiDig. 
Sift ei^ in btefer totcn ©tabt, 
2)u tonft an^ il^ren ©loicn, 
©teigft Qug tl&ren SBaffern . . . 

SRarte 

Unb bod& hrirft bn beracffen, 

aSaS ncben bit nid^t lebt unb atmet. 

(ongftDoE) 
®tc Sfnbere — nur b i d^ fel^ id^ in it}r. 

3Ratie 

S)a td& bit f i d^ t b a r , liebft bit mid^. 

Sd& Kcb nur bid^. ©og, bofe bu ntir bcrgibft. 

SRarie 

2)u I i e b ft mtd^ bod^ . . . 

Unfere fitebe toor/ ift unb toirb fein . . . 

(cfftottfd^, toic bon cincr furd^tbarcn fiaft bcfrcit) 
Unfere fitebe toat, ift unb mirb fein . . . 

SDlane 

(bcfitnnt bent bunflen ^intergrunbe guaufd^reiten, in Flebelfd^Ieier 

IJincin) 

(ha fie i^m entfd^toittbet, bon einer neuen nt^ftcriofcn §Ingft erfafet) 

©eliebte, toarum fell id^ bid^ nid^t ntel^r? 
aSarum ift mir§, qB lonnt id^g nid^t? 

SRatie 

(cms ben Sflcbenfd^Ieicm) 

S)id^ fafet ba^ Seben, lodCt bie 2lnbere — 
(Bdjan unb erienne , . . 

(berfd^minbet gang) 
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PAUL 
I know .... I know .... 

MARIE 

My hair will never die, but will keep watch 
Where our love was, is and will be. 

PAUL 

You are with me, always and ever. 
With me in this deserted town. 
I hear you in its chimes, 
I 5<?e you in its waters 

MARIE 

And yet you will forget her 

Who does not live and breathe beside you. 

PAUL 
(In anguish) 

That other one — 'tis you I see in her. 

MARIE 
When you can see me, you love me. 

PAUL 
I love you only. Say I am forgiven. 

MARIE 
You do love me ... ^ 

And our love was, is and will be 



PAUL 

(In exaltation, as if delivered from a terrible oppression) 

And our love was, is and will be ... . 

MARIE 
(Begins to move toward the dark background into the shadows) 

PAUL 
(As she disappears from him, seised by a fresh mysterious fear) 

Belov'd, why do you vanish from my sight? 
Why can't I see you any more? 

MARIE 
(From the shadows) 

'Tis life that holds you, the other woman tempts you — 
Look and acknowledge .... 

(Disappears entirely) 
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($aul ftnit auf eineti ©htl^I autiid, biftonac bie ^vmt etl^oben. ©eine 
erregte ^l^antafie fpieaelt itnt i)^n etne neue Srfd^einuna bot. S)ec 
^inierorunb et^eOt fi<$; man fiel^t plo^td^ an ©telle S^conend Vta» 
rietta ouf bent Xl^eater in hxxUenbem ^l^antafieloftilm, inrdd^tig oe« 
fd^milcft, betfii^renfd^ lodenb tanaen. ^aau orgtafttf^e Xandttjtl^nien) 

(mit einet letbenfd^aftltd^en ®efte, aid 06 ei auf fie gutoonte" 

ariariettal 

(S)er SBotl^ong falli) 
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(Paul sinks back on to a chair, his arms raised in a visionary 
attitude. His excited imagination conjures up another apparition. 
The background grows light and suddenly in place of Marie, Marietta 
is seen in the theatre, in gorgeous and fantastic dancing attire, 
dancing full of seductive allurement to voluptuous dance-strains). 

PAUL 

' (With a passionate gesture, as if to rush to her) 

Marietta 1 

(The curtains falls) 
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berpnt, in toelci^en im SBotbergninbe spoul in bet n&nlid^n (SiellunQ 
mie am ©d^lufj bed 1. ^ilbeS beleud^tet, fid^ibor ttnrb. Skiau l^rt 
man l^inter bet ©aene bie (StfcJ^inung bed SRoriend il^e le^ten SBotte 
^^ou unb erfenne ..." hneberl^olen. 5Dad S9ilb berblof^t aVmol^^ 
lid^ unb berfd^hnnbet boUig. fHad^ einem gtmfd^nftHel, toeU^d bie 
6iimmungen tuiebergibt, bie has ioie IBrugoe im ®etnUte 9<<ul9 totdt, 
f^htn fid^ langfam bie 6d^Ieiet; and bem S)itn!el, and nd&Iigen Um^ 
riff en mitb folgenbei @d^au|)la^ fid^tbor: QEin dber, rinfomer Stcd in 
^nigge, fpoi nbenbd. parallel mit bet ffiawpt ein Jtotolann, iiber 
ben im $ogen eine niebrige Rkildfe fiil^rt. Winter SBoffet imb lOriidEe 

ift bad anbere Ufer bed 5taid gn fel^en, auf tueU^ fid^ olie, fitr 
driigge d^afteriftif d^ Confer, baruntet ein olted ftlofier mit fd^toota'' 
lid^em ©emouet unb freuatoeife bergitierien gfenftem l^naiel^ ^n 
bet Tlittt bed biiftem ©ebdubed ein ©lodeniutm mit VOft, beren gto« 
bed Sifferblatt aunad^ft unbeutlid^ bleibt. Unterl^Ib Mefet Ufy: »Dd 
Oeffnungen im Sutm, butd^ bie f))dtec bie gfiguren bed TXfyctotdS l^t^ 
borfommen unb tuieber beifd^tmnben. 9uf bem botbeten Ufet linld 
bca bereinaelt ftel^enbe ^aud, in htm S^toietta tool^nt; bie ^iite ge^ 
fd^Ioffen. IBonfe unb Btennenbe ©ladlatemen. IRed^td alte S9Sume, 
l^inter benen bet SBeg ^ut ^rd^e au benlen ift. ^BebedCtec ^immel; 
abtve^^felnb J9[^onbfd^ein m\b l^erbftlid^er 9lebel. ®lod(engeIaute, bod 
fd^on borl^er, bebor baS IBilb beutlid^ nmrbe, eingefe^t 1^.) 

Srfte ®3eiie« 

$anl 

(in einen SRantel gel^ilUt, ben Jlragen em|>orgeai>0en, ben Qui in bet 
6titn. Untul^ig bot htm Qcni\t S^toiettad auf^ unb abgel^nb) 

SBod loarb cai^ mit? 

^l^t $aud umfd^Ietd^ td^, 

®equalt Don ©el^nfud&t 8lngft unb SRcu — 

aSad tootb oud mit? 

(neued ©lodfengeldute) 

SSetftummc, bunU)fet ©lodCcnd^ot — 

©d^Qta ftiitat bet JWang ftd^ in btc 9?od^t. 

Sl&t ©lodEen roetntet aid man fie bcgtub — 

9htn mal^nt il^t mein ®eh)iffen. 

O ftJted^t mid& lod, il^t Setd^tigct aud 6tal 

^i^ foftc Bttite ^rexiben, 

®taufam ait)teft)oItgc Suft. 

(blidft au ben gcnftetn fPlatitttaS empoz ut\b fd^tidt awfctmmen" 

$Bar bod letn Std&t — 

ein boppeU ©d&attcnbilb — ? 
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SECOND PICTURE 

(The curiam rises: at first the stage is shrouded in thick gauees, 
from which, tn the foreground, the figure of Paul, in exactly the 
same position as at the end of Picture 1, becomes visible. At the 
same time the phantasm of Marie is heard behind the scenes re- 
peating her hst words: "Look and acknowledge." Gradually the 
picture fades away and vanishes. After an interlude which repro- 
duces the impressions awakened by the dead city of Bruges in 
Paulas mind, the gauzes slowly disperse and, out of the darkness, 
in shadowy outlirtes, the following scene gradually emerges: A 
bleak, deserted quay in Bruges, late in the evening. Parallel xvith 
the footlights, a branch of the canal crossed by a low, arched 
bridge. Behind the canal and bridge, ihe other bank of the quay 
becomes visible, skirted by a row of characteristic old houses and 
an old convent with dark walls and iron^barred windows. In the 
centre of this gloomy building is a belfry with a clock, the big 
dial of which remains indistinct for the present. Beneath this clock 
are two apertures in the tower, through which, later on, the clock- 
work figures emerge and zKtnish again. On the front bank L, 
stands the solitary house in which Marietta lives; the door is locked. 
Benches and lighted gas-lamps. On the R. old trees, behind which 
the path is meant to lead to the church, A clouded sky; moonlight 
alternating with autumn mists. Chimes have begun to peal before 
the picture becomes quite distinct), 

SCENE 1 
PAUL 

(Wrapped in his cloak, with turned-up collar, and hat over his 
eyes, walking up and down restlessly in front of Marietta's house). 
What have I come to? 
Prowling round her house. 
Tortured by longing, fear, repentance; 
What have I come to? 

(Renewed chimes) 

Be silent, hollow choir of bells, 
Harsh sounds that echo through the night! 
Ye wept when we stood by her grave — 
Now ye reprove my conscience. 
Deliver me, ye bronze confessors! 
Bitter the pleasures I am tasting; 
Grimly two-sided joys. 

(Looks up at Marietta's window and starts) 

Was not that a light?— 
A double shadow there? 
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(busitpf) 
©tett fiird&t ic^«, 
Umfcmg td^ felb[t fie nid^t 
Su biefem $Qui^. 
Sic feI)Ue im 2:()CQtcr. 
Sc() id) lie uid)t 
gafst ©el)nfud^t mid^ nadf) if)r — 
Unb fie 3u fefjeiu Douflc id) nid&t miiibec — 

(neuerltd^ed ^lodfeitfielaute) 

S)a l^ebt ei^ toieber an, baQ ©lodEenlieb, 

Uni bol^rt fid& ttef iniS ^era. 

D ft)red&t mid^ loS, tl^r ®eti^Kger au& ©ral 

(SSBoHen l^en ben S^onb beil^iiHt, ein ©turmlDinb fdl^rt burd^ bie 
SBaumc nm) fd&iittclt bic ©latter. S)tc OaSflammen in ben fiatetnen 

fd^hxtnfen l^in unb l^er) 

Sfafet bid^ mit mir ein ©d^auer, miibe ©tobt? 
®§ ftol^nen betne alten Soume, 
®ej^ SBaJferS ©eufaer bred&en ftd& 
Sin ben jal^rl^unbertalten ®rad^ten, 
©eftjenftig rannft bu Unl^eil — 1 

((Sine ©d^ar bon 93egl^tnen betuegt ftd^ inatuifd^en auS betn ^tnier^ 
grunbe ixBer bie 93riide, au ah^ei unb atoet ^eorbnet, ntit fid^ gloienfor* 
mig baufd&enber ©etoanbung, langfam, tine gefpenftifd^, unocutlid^ in 
ben ^onturen, ben SBoumen an, urn l^intet benfelben ben SBcg ani^ 

^rd^e an nel^men) 

D SJriigge, fromme (Stabtl 

@inft mar id& ctni^ mit beiner Steufd^Iiett, 

®o tote bu ein^ mit meincr SCoten marft. 

^hm trag td& Unraft be§ 95egel|ren§ 

Sn bie Serfunfenl&eit unb ©tiHe beiner SFiad^t. 

(S)em 8uge ber 93cg)pinen, ber in ben ^uliffen red&tS Derfd^hnnbet, 
folgt alS le^te ©rigitta mit einer ©egl^inenl^ouBc alS fflo\)x^e) 

(erfennt fie unb l^dlt fie an) 
SJrigittal 

Srifiiita 

(fanft abh>e5renb) 

Sd& ge]& awr ^rd^e 

STOit meinen Slofterfrauen. 

$anl 

®a6 h)ir unS trennen mufeten 1 

93rigitta 
Sd& fIo]& bie ©itnbe, blieb ber Stoten treu — 

$attl 

2Iud& id^ berriet fie nid^t — 
Ztok iener grau — 
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(/n hollow tones) 

My constant dread 

Unkss she's in my arms 

Inside this house. 

She was not at the theatre 

When she's away 

My longing ddves me to her, 

And yet to see her, fills me with terror also. 

(Renewed peals) 

Ah. there it starts again, the song of bells, 

And bores into my heart. 

Deliver me, ye bronze confessors! 

(Clouds have concealed the moon, a stormwind shakes the leav 
off the trees. The gas jets in the lamps flicker) 

Are you too seized with horror, weary town? 
N'our venerable trees are groaning. 
Your waters as they break are moaning 
Against their ancient timewom banks. 
Ghostlike you breathe disaster! 

(In the meantime, a group of nuns proceeds from the back- 
ground across th€ bridge. Slowly they walk in couples, their 
bell-shaped garments weird and indistinct in outline, towards the 
trees, to take the path to the church), 

Bruges, thou pious town! 

Once thou and I were one in purity, 
As thou wert one with my dear dead. ' 
But now the unrest of my passions 
Is sullying the quiet of thy night. 

(The rear of the procession of nuns as it disappears in the 
wings on the R. is brought up by Brigitta in the coif of a novice). 

PAUL 
(Recognizes and detains her) 
Brigitta ! 

BRIGITTA 

(Gently warding him off) 

To church Fm going 
With my convent sisters. 

PAUL 
To think I had to lose you! 

BRIGITTA 

1 fled from sin; w^^s faithful to my dead— 

PAUL 
But I am faithful too — 
In spite of all — 
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Srigiita 

SRein fd^Iid^et @tnn berftel^t bod nid^t. 

(miileihig) 

@ie leiben \ditoet, id^ toeig . . . 
^d^ ttnU fiir ^re (Seele Men. 

(lanofam ab) 

®ic Qltc trcuc iVtofib — 
Sd^, bag td^ fte betlorl 

3toeite Ssettc* 

((Sine ®eftalt 1^ ftd^ bent ^oufe WHadettaS qtna^txt: gfran! tm 
3^ntel, ben SttaQtn ein))ot0eaogen. SDaS gfo^enbe em leibenfAoftlid^ 
btdngenbed, bitftereiS Slad^tftitd, btelfad^ in oebani))fien Slon gefliiftert) 

, (ftellt ftd^ il^nt entgegen) 

(bet S^onb ift caii ben SBoUen getreten) 

(erienni gftan!) 
gronf — bu — ? 

gfrani 

S)u toortcft l^icr Quf fie. 

Sd& h)Qrt Quf fie mit ©d^merj unb ©d^am — 

i^anl 

Sag qB t)on il^rl 

3d^ lann nid^t mel^r. 

^d& 8ogiJ 8Ut ®ecle meiner SCoten 

Unb id^ tjerftel bem Seib ber Sebenben. 

(brol^enb) 
Safe ab bon il&r! 

(beiteten) 
28te feltfont bu bog fogftl 

gfranl 

(bringenb, feine Sttegung beitotenb) 

®u Jjaffeft nid^t su tl&r, 

®u, ber bu shrtfd^ Stob unb SeBen tcilft. 

©ie tottt bie t) o 11 e SicBe unb baB t) o 11 c Scbcn, 
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BRIGITTA 

My sin^ple mind can't understand. 

(Compassionately) 

You're suffering, I know 

I'll pray for your tormented soul. 

{Exit slowly) 

PAUL 
Devoted, faithful soul— 
Ah, lost to me as well! 

SCENE 2 

(A figure has approached Marietta's house; it is Frank, wrapt 
in a cloak with turned-up collar. The following is a passionately 
tense, gloomy, nocturnal episode, for the most part whispered in 
subdued tones), 

PAUL 
(Confronts him) 

Whither? 

(The moon has emerged from the clouds) 

PAUL 

(Recognises Frank) 

Frank— you?— 

FRANK 

You're waiting for her here— 

PAUL 

I wait for her in pain and shame. 

FRANK 
Go, let her be! 

PAUL 
It is too late. 

Drawn by my love's departed spirit, 
I fell a victim to a living body. 

FRANK 
(Threatening) 

Go, let her be! 

PAUL 
(Dismayed) 
How strangely you say that! 

FRANK 

(Insistently, betraying his agitation) 

You have no right to her. 

You who can vacillate twixt dead and living. 

She needs a man's whole love and all the wealth of life 
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2)a5 fie burd& aUe gcnfter il^re^ Siovpet!^ 
Hub il&rcr ©ecle ftromen lafetl 

S)c5 funbgcn ftorjjcrs unb ber fiinbgcn ©eclcl 

grtattl 

Unb bod^ — to c 1 1 fie fo 

®an8 l&eifeeS Seben ift 

Sm Sadden il^rcr ©d^oni^eit 

©rl^ol^ei fie ba^ Scbcn. 

©0 toie toir nur im SCraume fliegen, 

Sliegt fie mit tood^em ©inn 

8rt)ingt un§ ote 5PierroB gu il^ren giifeen, 

Unb Kolombine tongt 

Unb lod&t bie ©unbe meg, 

SetQufd^t im SHoufd^ unS . . . 

(bcfrembct untcrBrcd^cnb) 
Unb — l^ot aud^ bid^ Beraufd^t —1? 

fjtonf 

Safe qB t)on il^rl 

©el^ l^eim — au beiner S;oten I 

(errcgt) 
Sd& morte l^ier auf fie — 

gfroni 

®u b a r f ft e5 nid^t — 

$anl 

°5d& borf ej5 nid^t? 
Unb marum nid^t? 

^an! 

SBeil — ttreil . . . id^ il^rer l^arrel 

««. V « (Bcftiirat) 

SBie — bn — ? 

?Jranf 

(ntit buftcrcr fictbenfd^aft) 

2tud& idE) Bin il^r DerfaHen — 
Unb menn fie bid^ Betriigt — 
©0 fei^ mit m i r 1 

28a§ fagft bu bal? 
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Which radiates from every open window 
Of her fair body and her soull 

PAUL 
Her sinful body and her sinful soul! 

FRANK 
And yet — because she is 

So full of throbbing life, 

The laughter of her beauty 

Exalts her whole existence — 

Thus as we only fly when dreaming, 

She flies in actual life, 

Drives us like Pierrots at her feet to grovel, 

While Columbine doth dance 

And laughs the sin away, 

Bewitching us with — 

PAUL 

(Interrupting him in surprise) 

And — ^has bewitched you too ! 

FRANK 
Go — let her be! 
Go home — go to your dead! 

PAUL 

(Excitedly) 

Vm waiting for her here — 

FRANK 
You dare not— 

PAUL 
I dare not? 

And why, I ask? 

FRANK 
Because .... I'm waiting for her! 

PAUL 

(Aghast) 
What— you? 

FRANK 
(fVith gloomy passion) 

I also am her victim — 

And if she plays you false — 

Then let it be with me! 



What's that you say? 



PAUL 
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9iaum mir ben 5pia^, Unfcligerl 
Sort — fteMt im nid^t? 

(deigt il^tn ben ©d^liijfel) 
S)en ©d^Iiiffel gob fie mir — 

$cr ben ©d^Iiiffcll 

(entrei^t il^m mit ®ett)alt ben ©d^liiffel) 

(tonntelt auritc!) 
3^ bin bein greunb nid^t mel^r — 

(tvanft ab) 

Stitie ®3eiie. 



(S^an prt bte fid^ in ®oten lad^enb itnb fingenb nol^embe £an^er«* 
geJeEfd^aft. $aul berbirgt fid^ l^inter ben ^aunten redbt^. ^er naS^U 
Itd^e ©intmel f^at ftd^ aufgel^ettert; aWonbfd^ein. (£in feoot, mit iHam^ 
pion§ belend^tct, fal^rt biird^ htn ^anal. 9Sm SBoote: SB i f t o r i n, ber 
iRegiffeur. g r i fe, bet ^Pierrot, nod^ im ^oftiim unb mit feiner £aute 
bon ber aJorfteHung l&er, fi u c i e n n e unb ^ n li c 1 1 e, bie S^merin* 
nen, in ?lbenbntdntcln iibcr bcm ©aEeriewftiun, ®raf Wlbert. 
gtoei toeitere 93ootc ntit SWitgliebern ber feonagefeUfd^oft fornmen 
nad^. S)ie biefen S3ooten @ntftieacncn bleiben im ©intergrunbe. — 
S)ic ganae ©jene trauml^aft tuie Bic borigen, ftilifiert Buuefl. ©alb 
ftreng rtjt^mnierte ©etoegung, balb ^rftarren 3U ©ilb^oftigfeit. 8lei* 
d^er bunter SSsed^fel in tSteQung unb ®ru)?|:)ierung. @piele beiS 2xd)i^) 

mt 

(nod^ im S3oote, iibermiitig) 

©d^oumc, fd^oumc 
ZoUe^ Stanacrblnt. 
SlHer ©d^ranfen lebig — 
SCrSumc, traume 
2)id^ ouf nSd^tger SBofferflut 
^aii SScnebig. 

(S)ag SBoot l^at ongelcgt. SBictorin fpringt a\§ ©rfter f^evauS, bie 

anberen folgen) 

SSictotin 

Unb biei^ bie ^Piaaetta, 
S8o fie tt)oI}nt, SWarietta. 

®raf 

Samofe SOWf e^en-f cene I 
$od^ SSictorinI 

SSictotin 

Unb ]&od& ber grafIidE)c SKficen! 

(bie anberen faUen ein) 
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FRANK 

Give way to me, unhappy manl 

Go— don't you see? 

(Shows him the key) 

This key she gave me — 

PAUL 
Let me have it! 

(Snatches it from him violently) 

FRANK 
(Staggers back) 
1 am your friend no longer — 

(Staggers off) 

SCENE 3 

(The party of dancers is heard singing and laughing as they 
approach in boats. Paul conceals himself behind the trees on the 
R. The moon is shining and the sky is lighter. 

A boat, illuminated with paper lanterns, passes through the canal 
In the boat are Viktorin, the stage manager; Fritz, the Pierrot, 
still in his stage costume with his lute; Lucienne and Juliette, the 
dancers, with opera cloaks over their ballerina dresses; and Count 
Albert, Two more boats ful of members of the ballet follow. 
When the latter have landed they remain in the background. The 
tuhole scene as dreamlike as the preceding ones — studiedly bur- 
lesque. Strong rhythmic movement alternating with the rigidity 
of statuary. Rich, highly coloured variety in postures and group- 
ing. Lighting effects), 

ALL 

(Still in the boat, in rollicking spirits) 

Gladly, madly, 
Do we drift down stream. 
All convention flouting! 
Floating, boating. 
Quite Venetian, so we dream, 
Is our outing! 
(The boat has reached the bank, Viktorin is the first to land — 

the others follow) 

VIKTORIN 
This is the Piazetta 

Where she lives — Marietta. 

THE COUNT 

A splendid mise en scene! — 
Three cheers for Viktorin! 

VIKTORIN 

And three cheers for our princely patron! 

(The others join in) . 
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Sttcienne 

Sebcnfet — ajriiggc — Ictn ©efd^rcil 
S)tc ^oliaci — 

Siiliette 

Die Betet — 
S)tc ftuttft ift frcil 

affe 

®ic Jhinft — »)ft t)ft — 

(bomi^fen fi^ felBei du leifem Zon) 

ift fret I. • 
Sictotin 

(Sttn in %xm mxi ben ®rafen) 

»ci Seft unb Slans 
Ol^nc f i c lein ©lona, 
S)ie ®6ttli(^c, 
Unerfottlid^e, 
^jmmer SSergniigte, 
Seftegcnb-aJeftcgtc, 
3JHt QCen ^pi^r^nen 
Unb SSoIomibincn 
Unb ^l^ljms 
Unb SBiaiS 
Urn bic SBctte 
ajesQubembc SKariettc. 

aw* 

(l^ot ftd& an cine £aterne gclej^nt, l^alb fd^lDomterifd^, l^^iIB tnit ©cTbfh 

ironie, begleitet ftd^ auf bet Cautc) 

D SWonb, berntmm bie traurige Sitanei: 
STOit toem brad^ fie mir 1^ e u t e toolil bie SCreu ? 
®a^ $er3 ber Unbeftanbigen 
Sft nimmermel^r au Banbigen. 

£ucienne unb Juliette 

(tangeln anf il^" 3W) 

®u guter, treuer ^Pierrot, 
3feI|It bir ©afton nid^t irgenbtoo? 
©ie unb ber SBol^Igelenlge, 
©ie treiBen orge JRctnf e. 

(lad^en) 

SStciortn 

(Hon ber anberen (sette fommcnb) 

(^torcn toir berlieBtc ©ijieic, 
©d^d^en toir fie auf bent ^Pfiil^Ie. 
3laii bet SBaffert)rontenabe 
gromntt We artgc ©erenobc. 



LUCIENNE 

Be careful— Bruges— not so loud! 
The police — 

JULIETTE 
Is at church — besides, 

All art is free! 

AiLL 
Yes, Art — ^hush, hush — 

(Subdue their voices) 
Is free! 

VIKTOiRIN 

 

(His arm in the Count's) 

Yet in every scene 

Is not she our Queen? 

Indefeasible, 

Unappeasable, 

Full of rapture 

Born to conquer and capture — 

She outrivals Phyllis; 

Doth outshine Columbine 

And Amaryllis! 

Queen of the Piazetta 

Enchanting Marietta! 

FRITZ 

(Leaning against a lamp-post; half sentimental, half ironical, 

accompanies himself on the lute) 

O moon, give heed unto my plaint and say: 
With whom can she have played me false to-day? 
The heart of this inconstant soul 
Is getting quite beyond control. 

LUCIENNE AND JULIETTE 
(Trip up to him) 

Poor faithful Pierrot, tell us this: 
Is it not Gaston whom you miss? 
She and that Gaston supple, 
Are they not a madcap couple! 

(They laugh) 

VIKTORIN 

(Coming fromjhe other side) 

Let us then be up and doing. 
Stop their billing and their cooing; 
It -is time this spot were raided, 
Th^r shall now he serenaded. 
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(aUt l^gleiten {i4 o^i ^n @ibdtn obec ©d^itmen — f$ii^ ouf bet 

KCCttU — aum (&tatibd^n) 

$ore, 2nt Sletaenbe, 
©ittemcn SmitenHaitfl — 
Seine ®etreuen, 
£ie atten unb neuen, 
(Sd^mad^ten fd^on langl 
8fu|rft bod^ ben Rcigen 
©et toUem ©cntcfecn — 
$ore ben ©angl 
^omm bid^ ju aetgen, 
JJomm 8U berfiifeen, 
JEomm au ben 5Dctnen, 
S(omm au gefaSen, 
Soffe ben ©men, 
©d^enfc bid^ Stffenl 

Ttanttta 

(tft todBrenb beiS ©idnbd^eng 9rm in SCrm mit ©afton, bon rudmdrtd 
fommenb, auf ber SSriidEe int [Hiirfen ber ©tngenben erfd^ienen unb 1^ 

l^ier ftdl^Iid^ ^nqe'^btt) 

Scl& tomm au ben SWeinen, 
S(i& Jomm au gefaHen, 
Saffe hen ©inen, 
©d^fe mid& SlllenI 

(lad^t laut auf) 

(menben ftd^ itbettafd^t urn unb begrii^en jubelnb bte untet fie 

S^retenbe) 
maxxatal $odgl 

Sttctenne 
ffio toorft bvi, STOotietta? 

Vtaticita 

$at f)evie feinc Suft au pxoben — 
®in0 mit (Softon oufS Qoxib. 

^nlititt 

Unb ex, bein grcunb, ber ©iifterling — ? 

Statietta 

9}in burd^gebronnt. 

3Jlan toxU bod^ einmal otmen. 

(lad^clt ©afton bebeutfam an) 

fSittotm 

(ftcEt bor) 

$err ®raf SflBert, etn greunb , 

®er Jhtnft auS ©rilffcl. 

Sub un5 au SBein unb ledCrer ©d^iiff el. j ; i 
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(They all accompany the serenade on sticks and sunshades — 

and Fritz on the lute) 

Hearken, thou charmer, 
To the lute's silvery strain, 
Round you we hover 
Each man your lover^ 
Pining in vain! 
Hark to our pleading, 
Thou should'st be leading 
Our merry refrain! 
Thee we are needing 
Our hearts lie bleeding, 
Come back to please us. 
Come back to tease us, 
One man will bore you — 
We all adore you ! 

MARIETTA 

(During the serenade she has come from the back, and now ap- 
pears on the bridge behind the singers, her arm in Gaston's, and 

listening merrily) 
ril come to please you, 
Fll come to teaze you, 
On« man mighi bore me — 
You all adore me! 

(Bursts out laughing) 

ALL 

(Turn round in surprise and welcome her in the midst with 

effusion) 
Marietta ! Hurrah ! 

LUCIENNE 
Where were you. Marietta? 

MARIETTA 

Not in the humour for rehearsing — 
Gaston and I slipped off. 

JULIETTE 

And what about your gloomy friend? 

MARIETTA 
I ran away! 

One must be let off sometimes. 

(Smiles meaningly at Gaston) 

VIKTORIN 
(Introducing) 

Count Albert — a visitor from Brussels — 
Patron of Arts and fond of pleasure, 
Expects you all to supper, at your leisure. 

51 






©d^on, flctncr ©rof I 
SBaS f cmnft bu f onft nod& ? 

(Staf 

SieBenI 

Stattetta 

95tob fo. fOlaij^ mx rcti^t toff I 

®ibte ©eft? 

SBofft xfyc hex mir gebetft? 

®od^ nein — l&ier broufeen — boS ift neul 

®taf 

S)ie ffunft ift freil 

(aWatictta blitft tl^m lad^clnb in bit ?luQcn. Oafton mit einct gro* 
tcffcn pirouette auf fiucicnnc unb 5!wltcttc 5u, bic ftd^ in il^n einpan^ 

gen unb on il^n fd^miegen) 

fitteientie unb ^itKette 

(du ®afton) 

®d^on ffingt fie il&n mit eincm 95Iicf . 
^I^rft bn 8U un^ guriidE? 

(^vH^, bet ^tcrrot, l^at ctncn ^oth mit ^clt unb ©lafcrn au3 bent 

doote gel^olt unb fd^maci^tet SD^artetta feufaenb an. ^tctorin fd^enft 

ein, berteilt bie ©Idfer — aUeS im trauntl^aft rafd^er ©Jjrung* 

l^aftigleit) 

WiXxtHa 

(ft>tingt auf bie ©an!) 
©d^d^ SJriiggel 
Unb ©d^ad^ ber buntpfen Siigel 

(aHe tDieberl^oIen) 
Unb nun SKufif ! 

@in nid^t au Inciter, nid)t au traurig ©tiidE. 
SJhtfit bie ttrte im SCang fid^ toiegt, 
©anft lodtenb burd^ bie SWonbnadit fliegi 
®an8 leife riil&ret unb berfuliret. 

(fjjtingt bon ber S3anl unb fd^lagt spicrrot auf bic ©d&ulter) 

^Pierrot auf! 2)u triffft eg feinl 

©in ©eutfd^er Bift bu, bift t)om SRI^einl 

8fti« 

(bemcigt ftd^ tief) 

®a Slir befefilet, ^onigin. 

giigt gern fid| 5Pierrotg treuer ©inn. 

(©ingt. S)ie anhetn pl^ontaftifd^ urn il^n ^xuppittt, gumcift borgc* 
bcugten $aupte§, ftarr btc Slugen auf i^n gerid^tet. Unbetoeglid^ toie 

int ^raunt) 
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MARIETTA 
Thanks, little Count! 

What else can you do? 

COUNT 
Make love! 

MARIETTA 

That's right. Lay it on strong! 
Any champagne going? 
Will you sup in my rooms? 
No — out here, much more fun. 

COUNT 
Art is free! 

(Marietta looks into his eyes, smiling. Gaston pirouettes gro^ 
tesquely up to Lucienne and Juliette, each of whom takes an arm 
and sidles up to him). 

LUCIENNE AND JULIETTE 
{To Gaston) 

She's caught the stranger with her smile. 
Won't you come back to us meanwhile? 

{Frits, the Pierrot, has produced a hamper with champagne and 
glasses from the boat, and is casting languishing glances at Marietta. 
Viktorin pours out the wine, hands routed the glasses — all in the 
swift spasmodic movements of a dream). 

MARIETTA 
{Jumps onto a bench) 
A fig for Bruges! 
And hollow subterfuge! 

{All repeat it) 
And now some music! 
But not too merry nor too sad a tune — 
A strain, as when in dainty dance, 
Elves frolic 'neath the Summer-moon, 
A measure smiling and beguiling. 

{Jumps dotvn from the bench and taps Pierrot on the shoulder) 
Pierrot, wake up ! The task is thine I 
A German art thou, from the Rhine! 

FRITZ 
{Bows low) 

My gracious queen, it shall be as you say, 
Your faithful Pierrot gladly will obey. 

{He sings. The rest are grouped phantastically round him, most 
of them with heads thrust forward and eyes staring at him. 
Motiofdess as in a dream). 
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SKcin ®cl&nen, mctn ffial&ncn, 

(S8 traumt fid^ auriidC. 

Sm Zanit gmonn id^, 

aSerlor id& mein mud. 

Sm !£(mac om 9t]^etne, 

©ci SKonbcnfd&cine, 

©cftonb mir ouS ©lououg 

©in inntger Slidt, 

©eftonb miriJ il&r BtttenbeiS SBort: 

D Blctbe, flcl^ mir nt# fort, 

9}etDQ]5re ber $etmat 

©iiE BBil&enbeiS ©liidt — 

aRetn ®e|nen, mcin SBal^Tien, 

65 traumt ftd& auriidt ... 

SouBcr ber ^exm 

SBarf in bie @eele 

©cflcnbcn JBranb, 

3auber beiS S:anaeiS 

Sodttc, toctrb Jlomobiant. 

Solgt il&r, ber SBunberfiifecn, 

iBentt Hitter SCrSnen fiiffen. 

9laufd& unb Kot — unb SBol^n unb ©liidt: 

ad&, ha& ift ®aulleri5 ©efd^idt . . . 

(ftn!t mtdttta au gfix^en) 

aSatietta 

aJroD, gxtter ^Pierrot 
S)u barfft mid& fiiffen. 

(Wctct i^in btc SBongc, bie Pierrot lange fiifet) 
S)ir aSictorin bie $cmb — 

(reid^ {fym fie aunt ^ffc, bie ^ictorin ergreift wnb langc fiifet) 
Sfiir @ie, $err ©rof, bie anbere — 

(®raf tDie Bictorin) 

aftatietta 

{mit ©enitgiuung) 
aSenn id^ toxnU, \oxe fie paien I 

@aftoit 

(tntt hem (Spruttge bei? Ihrotefltanaetg au S^rietta l^in) , 

SKatieita j 

Unb moi5 b i r BleiBt? — ®er STiodten 

(®afton fit^i fie in ben flladen) 

(die fitnf SBerfotien berBorren einigc SlugcnBIidc in biefer ^ofe. S)aau 
eine leife, fd&hnile SWufi!. S)ann teifet fid& SKorictta, bie fid^ Bigl^cr 
gcfdjloffenen StugeS luftboU ben fitcbfofungcn l^tngcgeben, mit cincr 

Brutalen ©eBdtbe loi^) 

ZxoOt euiSf, Sounel 
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rm yearning, Fm sighing, 

I'm dreaming in vain. 

Of how I won heaven 

And lost it again: 

Twas during the dance, — 

Two souls entranc'd, — 

A whispered confession — 

A suppliant glance — 

Her voice murmur'd close to my heart: 

"O tell me we never need part, 

"And true to your Rhineland for ever remain!'' 

I'm yearning, I'm sighing 

And dreaming in vain .... 

Tempted by travel, I left my nativie town; 

Lured by her dancing, I joined her troupe as clown 

Caught in Marietta's tresses, 

Learnt to love mid tears and kisses 

Wealth and want, 

Love and hate. 

That is poor Pierrot's fate I 

(Sinks down at Marietta's feet) 

MARIETTA 
Well done, my Pierrot, 

Now you may kiss me. 

{Offers him her cheek on which he imprints a long kiss) 
Here Viktorin, my hand for you — 
(Offers, him her hand — he seises it and imprints a long kiss on it) 

For you. Sir Count, the other one. 

(Count as Viktorin) 

MARIETTA 
(With self-satisfaction) 
How they come running, at my slightest sign! 

GASTON 

(Bounding up to her in grotesque manner) 

What's left for you ? My neck, sir ! 

(Gaston kisses her neck) 

(All five of them remain in this pose for a few moments. Soft 
languorous music. Then 'Marietta, who has hitherto been enjoying 
the embraces ivith closed eyes, suddenly tut'enches herself free with 
a rough gesture). 

Enough, you young devils — 



9htn bin td^ rec^t in Saune. 

Suft quillt aa^ mxt, 

©rauft toxlb in mirl 

ffliK tanacn — [taunt ©QaoficI — 

SBiQ tongen ol^ne ®Qoe. 

3(^ fel^ltc bci bcr $rob l&eut ott $elenc — 

So mQd^ id& in „9lobcrt bcr Steufcl" 

3 c ^ t meinc ©jcnc. 

Sictortn 

Sin toller SinfaQ, ben td^ lobe I 

3d^ I^Qlte miti 

S)aS Jllofter, bie ©eleud^tung Jjoffcn. 

^d^ l^ol ba& Segeltud^ old Stotenlalen. 

(Iduft su »oot) 

Sictorin 

(8U ®afton) 
®u bift SRobertl 

£ttcienne unb ^nliettt 

aSir ftnb bie aufern)edCten Sftonnen — 

(toerfcn hie SWantcln ah) 

Sictoritt 

Unb lodi ntit ©roate ju (Stbentooxmen. 

(BurildSgelel^rt) 
$icr ba& ©egeltud^I 

attatietta 

(aetgt ouf cincn ber 93aume) 
®ort l^fingt ber Sanberameig. 

(t?rt^ l^at has ©cgcltud^ aWartetta umgcpngt) 

SBictorin 

Unb biefe SJanI l&ier fei ber ©orlol^l&agl 

aRarietta 

(tnbem ftc ftd^ auf bie 33anl Icgt) 
$elene ftredEt fid^ brauf aU Seid^e — 

SBictorin 

Unb :t)feife td& bo^ ©tiditoort ber Whx^il 
Srnxxd^ft bn auS bent Sobedfd^Iaf. 
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Now I feel in the mood for revels I 
Inspired, I feel 
My senses reel! 

Duncing you shall see and miming, 
Dancing far beyond your dreaming, 
And as I cut to-day's rehearsal, 
111 give you my scene now 
From "Robert the Devil/* 

VIKTORIN 

A mad, delightful inspiration! 

ril do my part! 

The convent and the lights are perfect. 

FRITZ 
ril use the sail-sheet as a shroud. ' 

(Runs to the boat) 

VIKTORIN 

(To Gaston) 
You must be Robert ! 

LUCIENNE AND JULIETTE 
We'll be the nuns — the resurrected — 

(Throw off their cloaks) 

VIKTORIN 
Who bring temptations unexpected. 

FRITZ 

(Returning) 
Here is the sail! 

MARIETTA 

(Pointing to a tree) 

There hangs the magic branch. 

(Frits has hung the sail round her shoulders^ 

VIKTORIN 
And let this bench be the sarcophagus — 

MARIETTA 
(Lying down on the bench) 
Upon it Helen's corpse lies stark — 

VIKTORIN 

And when I give the cue beneath my breath, 
You must awaken from the sleep of death. 
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Sbitidte 

(fid^ etn toenig oufrU^tenb unb mif ben Htm ftii^nb) 

SSerful^r ate auferftanbne Xote 
JRobcrt, ba& ©d^of. . 

(fe^t fid^ nod) einmal auf, ntit bomonifd^etn Sudbnid) 
^(^ miHiS nti^t fallen laffenl Soi»! 

(9(uiS ber 5Hrd^e, in bet bet ®otttShitn^i beenbet ift, faHt bon fern bie 

Orgel ein. ^ie SBegl^inen etfd^einen in aejbenftifdD loutlofem Sua 

mie t)orl^er unb neBmen im fRMtn btt l^onSelnben ^etfonen, tme bet 

^otgonge nid^t a^tenb, ben 0lildtDeg ixbet bie fdtndt aum JMoftet) 

.Stctottn 

(pfeift has 9(uftt)edhtngi»nu)tibe aud ^SRobett bet Xtuftt") 

, Vtaxittta 

(etl^ebt fid^ lanfom bon H^tem 2aqtx, ntit ®efie unb S^imt! einet gum 
fieben ettixid^ten ^ten, unb fd^teitei ntit lodEenben, betfiil^tetifd^en 

®eh)egungen auf ^ton 3u) 

(3nt j^loftet finb plo^Iid^ ntit eiitem ©d^Ioge bie ^enftet beleiui^tet. 
^n ben ^enfietn etfd^etnen $BegBinen in tt)ei|ent S^tgenxmb aU un« 
bemeglidgi ftottenbe Qtn^tn bet (^eigniffe. i>a9 etleudgtete giffetblatt 
bet U)^t aeigt 3nittetn(ui^t. 5Die aSegotifd^en ^iguten bed Ul^ttpet!^ 
bemegen fidp caa htt eitten Oeffnung f^cmS tn bie onbete l^tnein. 
^agu ftiitntifd^et SBoIfenaug am 9ladbtBintnteI. 9(ufgetegted ^lodfen^ 
getiintmel. man fiel^t attnfd^en ben ^mmten $aul, bittco dnen bet^ 
einaelten £id^tftta$I beleud^tet, ftotten ^lidEed bofte^enb) 

(ftittat l^ntet ben ^dutnen l^etbot) 
§qII einl . . . 

aSarittta 

(bie fid^ nid^t pten loftt) 

® u BtftS I — Jlommft gtobe ted&t I 
*Du bift bet rid&tigc SloBctt — 

(Beginnt il^n bontonifd^^betful^tetifd^ au itmtottaen) 

(fafet ntit eifetncnt ®tiff S^lotietta Bei bet ^attb, fie awnt ©tillfteljen 

atDingenb uttb il^t inS ©efid^t fd^teienb) 

®ul — ®ul ®u eine aufetftanbcncZote? 3KeI 

(retfet i^t ba§ Safcn botn fieiBc. S)ie ©egljttten uttb (Stfd^einungen 

finb Detfd^lDunben, has ^loftet bun!el) 

aRntietia 
giatti 

&afton 

(fprtngt ntit einent gtoteffen X^onaetfptung bon bet etnen ©ette l&inau) 

Sictotttt 

SutiidE bon il^tl 
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MARIETTA 

(Raising herself slightly on one arm) 

And, risen from the dead, seduce 
Robert, that ass. 

(Sits up once again; with demoniacal expression) 

I won't omit a detail! Right! 

(From the church, in which the service is now ended, the organ 
peals out. The nuns appear as before in a ghost-like, silent pro- 
cession. At the back of the actors, and unheeding of ^ their actions, 
they take their way back across the bridge to the convent). 

VIKTORIN 
(fVhistles the awakening motive from *' Robert the Devil") 

MARIETTA 

(Rises slowly from her couch, impersonating in pantomime, a 
dead woman come to life, and goes up to Gaston with seductive, 
beguiling gestures). 

(Suddenly, all the convent windows are lighted up, and nuns in 
white night-attire appear in them, motionless staring witnesses of 
the scene. The illuminated clock-dial shows it to be midnight. 
The allegorical clock-figures nwve out from one aperture and into 
the other. Stormy clouds obscure the sky. The bells peal tem- 
pestuously. Bettveen the trees, lighted by a single ray, Paul is seen 
standing tvith staring eyes)^ 

PAUL 

(Rushes out from behind the trees) 
Forbear ! 

MARIETTA 

(Without allowing herself to be disturbed by him) 

You, Paul! You're just in time! 
The very man for Robert — 

(Begins to dance round him in a fiendishly seductive manner) 

PAUL 

(Seises her by the hand with iron grasp, forcing her to stand 

still, and shouting into her face) 

You! You! Arisen from the dead! Never! 

(He tears the sail from her body. The nuns and apparitions have 

vanished — the convent is dark) 

MARIETTA 
Fool! 

GASTON 

(Comes bounding forward from the side grotesquely) 

VIKTORIN 
Stand back from her! 
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(Don ber anbcrcn @eite) 
Suriicf! 

®raf 

($aul entgegen) 
2)te $Qnb t)on biefer 2)Qmel 

aRarietta 

Safet nur, ©010531, lofe e5, ©roflcin, fein — 
aWit bent tDcrb fcrtig ic^ ollcm. 
@e]^tl @eU na^ $ouS! 
Slbieu, obieul 
®o5 geft ift QuS. 

(bo bie anberen nttt ©cbdrben remonftcteren) 

®emq getoHt. 9hil& toitt bcr Hal 

(sum (^rafen mit iBeatel^uno) 

$err (Srof, e§ gibt em SBiebetfel^n . . . 

@taf 

(lii^t il^r bie $anb) 

{ha§ ®affenliebd^cn trdUcmb, entfernt fid& bie ©cfellfd^oft. S^rietta 

unb $01x1 aUein) 

SBiette Sgene. 
9Rartetta 

(mit fred^cr Sliil^c) 

2)u mod^ft mtr eine ©aene — ? 
©t^iirft mtr nod^ — 

(losbrcd^enb) 

aSerlogen uttb berberbt 6ift bu — 
SBirfft 3ud)tIo§ btd^ unb fdjomlo^ tvie^ — 
Slolimj't mtr fogor ben greunb — 
®u l&oltfts mtt Sronll 

aRatieita 

(trofcig) 
2)o§ ift nid^t hjol&rl 

@r felbft geftonb eS — fura subor. 

$ter — 

(l^eBt ben ©d^Iiiffel empot) 

Meg entrife id^ iliml 
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FRITZ 

(From the other side) 
Stand back! 

COUNT 

(Goes up to Paul) 

Hands off this lady, sirrah. 

MARIETTA 
Thank you, good comrades, thank you, Count, let him be; 
I'm not afraid — leave him to me. 
Go! All go home! 
Goodbye — ^goodbye. 
The party's over. 

(As the others show remonstrance) 
We've fooled enough. 'Tis time for rest. 

(To the Count meaningly) 
Goodnight, Count, till me meet again. 

COUNT 
(Kisses her hand) 

(The company disperses, humming the street-song. Marietta and 

Paul alone) 

SCENE 4 

MARIETTA 
(Calmly insolent) 

You've come to make a scene? 
Spy on me — 

PAUL 

(Unable to restrain himself ^ 

Depraved and shameless that you are — 
You give yourself to any man — 
You even took my friend — 
You go with Frank! 

MARIETTA 

(Defiantly) 
That is not true! 

PAUL 

'Twas he confessed it — he himself — 
See — 

(Holds up key) 

What I snatched from him! 
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(nnitenb) 

Kun — JDcnn b\i& toetfet — 
SBqS gtbt bit Sted^te iiber mid^? 
$5<i& tu, tga^ mir gefallt. 

(gel^t brol^enb auf fie lod) 
®u — l&flte btcftl 

SKatietta 

(auift l^dl^nifd^ bie «d^feln) 
2)u Bift fitotejf 1 

(mifecr ftd&) 

©rniebrlgt J&oft bu mid^ mtt beincr Sttiebrigfcit, 
SJctrogen meincn SEroum. 

SRarietta 

(trodden) 
®ann gel^ — td& l^olt bid^ nid^t. 

(fetner !autn tndd^tig) 

Unb gloubft bn, ©lenbc, id^ liebte btd^? 
2)etn gleifd^ begel^rte id^, 
®etn totffenbeiS Siebfofen! 
yixe, ntcmQlS Itebt id^ btd^ — 
Sd& Itebe eine STnberc. 

maxittta 

®ie iogtc bid& bod^ fort? 
aSer l^ielt eS ouS mit Mr? 

©d^hjetg ober \)bt, maS bid^ aerfd^mettert I 

aSerntnim mein groucnboH ©el^etinmSI 

Sd^ fiifete eine Stote nur in btr, 

Siebloft in beinem $aat nur ba^ bet 21 n b e r n 

@rlaufd|t in beiner ©timnte nur bie i 1^ r e — 

giil^It bid& umormenb, nid^tS aU i 1^ r e $aut, 

9Zur i 1^ r e aSarme, listen 2)nft. 

dbxT fie Qllein liebt id^ — 

Sn bir liebt id& nur meine St o t e I 

9Rartetta 

(bcifet fid^ auf bic fitpjjcn) 
aSerbammt — ba^ ajilb — bein tote§ Biebd^en? 
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MARIETTA 

(Furiously) 

Well — since you know — 

What right have you to hinder me? 

I'll do just what I please — 

PAUL 

(Goes up to her threateningly) 
I dare you tot 

MARIETTA 

(Shrugs her shoulders mockingly) 
You are absurd. 

PAUL 
(Beside himself) 

You have degraded me by your vulgarity, 
Cheated me of my dream — 

MARIETTA 
(Dryly) 
Then go— I do not care — 

PAUL 
(Past all self-control) 

D'you think, unhappy girl, 'twas you I loved? 
It was your flesh that tempted me. 
Your lightly given kisses! 
No, you 1 never loved — 
I love another woman — 

« 

MARIETTA 

She chucked you, did she not? 
Who could put up with you? 

PAUL 

Silence, or hear what will dumbfound you, 

And share the horror of my secret ! 

It was my dead love that I kiss'd in you; 

When I caress'd your hair, it was the other's; 

Your voice I heard, but thought that she was speaking: 

Embracing you, 'twas but her skin I felt, 

Her warmth, her fragrance sweet. 

Twas she alone I lovM — 

In you I only loved my lost one — 

MARIETTA 
(Biting her lips) 

O damn — the picture — your dead sweetheart? 
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SSagS nid^t — ft)rid& ntd^t Don if)t\ 
'© tear metnc fflattinl ©ine §cilgcl 
S)u gleid^ft betorcnb il&r, 
SBift il&r unlDurbig GBenBilbl 
Scgretfft tm nun, toa5 bu mir toarft? 
6tn SHd^te, cin leerer ©d&aticn 
giir meine etoig, l^cife ©cliebtcl 
Site l^affe, n)te bera<|t td^ bid^, 
®tc metncn eblcn ©d^mera Beflcdtt, 
2)en reinen SBal^n mir l^ot befd^mu^tl 
Sd& Bin gefunfen, ticf gefunleni 
S)od& nun IiqB id& midb hrteber, 
$ab abgcred^net, Bin befreit — 

©rioft Bin id^I 9Bir atoei finb fertigll. 

(brid^t in lauicS fd^Iud^sen mid unb ftt^ ouf bte $anl l^in) 
9Bic ungliidCIid^ Bin i(^ 1 

(bet SP^onb irttt ouS ben SBoHen) 

9Rarittta 

(nal^crt fid^ t^m lauernb, ben SWoment ber ©d^toad^e benii^enb. fiegt 

bte $anD fanft ouf ^ouIiS ©d^ultei) 

®u leibeft, 5PouI. 

©0 toilb bu mid^ bcfd^imijfft — 

S)u bouerft ntid^. SBoS ift gefd^el^n? 

S)u iibertreibft. Wlan ftellt mir nod^. 

Sd^ fel^ nid^t iibel ouS, l^ab l^eifeeS 9}Iut. 

9}in iung — bin iungl 

Sd^ bin bergnugt unb liebe ba^ SSergniigen. 

^in SSnaerin, gel^or ber SBelt 

Unb braud^ ben Sftoufd^ fiir meine ^nft. 

SBaS toillft bu hmn? S)u Unbanlbarer! 

^db id^ nid^t gliidElid^ bid^ gemad^t? 

®epre id^ nid^t Mr — 

aWein Seib, befe S)uft bid^ fo beruiit 

3Kein Qaat, ia^ beine $Qnb burd^mitl^It — 

(berhnrrt) 
Sa, JQl . . . 2)er Shift ia^ $aar . . . 

SRatieita 

(fid^ neben i^n fefeenb, fd^neH) 
@in toenig liebft tm mid& ja bod^ — 1 

(fdStoad^) 
9iein, id& begel^rte bid^ — 
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PAUL 
Dare not to speak of her! 
She was my wife! A saint! 
You chance to be her living image, 
Her most imworthy counterfeit! 
D'you see now what you were to me? 
Nothing — an empty shadow 
In place of my eternal-loved one! 
How I despise and hate you now 
Who have defiled my noble grief 
And soiled my pure and holy dream! 
I have sunk low, sunk very low, 
But now I am myself once more, 
I am delivered and am free — 
Redeemed at last! We two have finished! 

(Bursts into loud sobs and sinks down onto the bench) 
Unhappy that I am! 

(The moon emerges from the clouds) ^ 

MARIETTA 

(Approaches him, furtively, taking advantage of his momentary 
weakness. She lays her hand gently on his shoulder) 

YouVe suff'ring, Paul. 

However you insult me, 

I pity you. What's all this fuss? 

You magnify . . . I'm popular, 

I have a pretty face and hot, young blood. 

I'm young — I'm young! 

A merry soul and fond of pleasure, 

A dancer and I need the world 

And need excitement for my art. 

What do you want? Ungrateful fellow! 

Have I not brought you happiness? 

Given myself to you — 

My arms, whose fragrance charmed you so — 

My hair, your fingers would caress — 

PAUL 
(Confused) 
Yes, yes! Your arms — your hair .... 

MARIETTA 
(Sitting down by his side, quickly) 

You love me just a little, after all? 

PAUL 

(Weakly) 
No, I desired you. 
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VlatxtUa 

(fd^metd^elnb) 
Unb iDiHft mid^ nun niiji mel^r — ? 

(DerPrt) 
Safe mid^ — lofe mid^ — 

(iDie utn fid^ bor ftd^ felbft au entfd^ulbtgen) 

6ntlr)etl)t I^qB td^ ber S£oten 9led)t! 
§ielt id^ Qud) fern bidf) i|)rem ^eim, 

aRariftta 

entoeilit Ijab id^ fie fd^on in b e i n e m $qii§. 
Unb hwS bu gabft Wa^ bu gelDQJ&rt, 
$at graufam l^olben SIraum jerftort. 
mm ift aerftort, nid^ti^ ift gefd&el^n. 
©eliigft bic^ felbft. 

©rfel^nten Xtcaxm, erfcl^nteg ©liidt — 
©enoffeft bug nid^t fufe unb marm? 
®o!b X d^ birg nid^t uxA leine onbere? 
SBtnft eS bit h) e i t e r nid^t in meinem SJlrm ? 
®u bift berbuftert, armer gteunb, 

(auf ba§ SSaffer metfcnb) 

®em fd^lDargen SBaffer gleid^ft bn I|ier, 
giir boS ber bleidie SKonb foum fd^eint. 

(i^m has Belcud^tctc ®cftd^t suh^cnbcnb) 

S)od^ mid^ liebJoft ber n^eifee ©trof)!, 
9Bie mir erft red^t bie Sonne l^olb. 
Unb felbft fo reid^ befd^enlt gum Seben^maf)!, 
©d^enl id^ bir SKonbe^filber, ©onnengolb! 

(mtt aUtm gcmbcr ber JBerfii^riing, umf afet il^n, fd^micat fid) an il^ii) 

©iel^ inB (Seftd^t mir, ba^ bu fo fleliebt — 
® e i n iftSl Unb b e i n mein Stug, 
Unb b e t n 3U l^eifeer ©tunb 
®er burftge, luftgefdEin^ellte SKunb — 

(fto^nenb) 
Dein SWunb — bein 3Wunb — 

SRatieiita 

(anffpringcnb unb tl^n ntitrcifeenb) 

$ier, nimm unb trinlel 

$attl 

(ftn!t an il&re 93ruft. i?anocr ^nfe) 
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MARIETTA 

(Coaxingly) 
And don't you want me now — ? 

PAUL 

(Troubled) 
Leave me — leave me — 

(As if to justify himself in his own eyes) 

I have profaned my dead wife's holy name! 
Altho* I would not take you to her home 
Alas, I have been false to her in your's; 
And what you granted, what you gave 
Has harshly wrecked my lovely dream. 

MARIETTA 

Nothing is wrecked, nothing is lost. 

You cheat yourself. 

The long*d-for dream, the yearned-for bliss — 

Did you not bask in them with me? 

With me and with no other woman? 

Have you no further longing for my arms? 

You have grown morbid, my poor friend, 

(Pointing to the water) 

YouVe like the inky water here 
That scarce reflects the pallid moon. 

(Turning her illumined face toivards him) 

Yet on my face the white rays shine, 
Just as the sunlight does my limbs enfold; 
Myself so rich in all life's gifts divine 
I bring you moonbeam-silver, sunlight gold! 

(With all the charm of seduction she throws her arms around him. 

clings to him) 

Look in my face, then, that you loved so once, 

'Tis yours! And yours my eyes, — 

And yours whene'er you will 

My thirsty lips to drink your fill — 

PAUL 

(Moaning) 
Your lips — your lips — 

MARIETTA 
(Jumping up and drawing him along) 

Come then and drink! 

PAUL 

(Falls on her bosom — a long kiss) 
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aRatietta 

SSiEft bu nodi fori bon mir^ 
STOid^ o))fern beiner Slotcn? 

(cm tl^rcr ©tuft) 
©etorenb SBctB, 
Sin bit bcrfQiIcn, 
SJn bid^ Qcfcttct . . . 
UrdoSbox . . . 
©ibft mtr ben 9lQufd& . . . 

SRarietta 

S)e§ fiebenS unb ber Siebe SWod^t 
^ic I^Qltcn btd^ 
a[n mid^ gef ettct .• . . 
Unlo^bar . . . 
©d^Iiirf boH ien SCronl 
®er ]&6d^[ten Suft, 
®en fiifeen SHoufd^, 
aSergeffenl^ett. 

(fcincr nid^t tnadjtto) 

SSerlafe mid) ntd^t — id) Itebe bid^ . . . 
®el) nid^t bon mtr I 

(l^od^ aufgcrtd^tct, trium|)5tcrcnb) 

©0 jt>rid^: 
SB e n f iif f eft bu in mir ? 

$ftur b t d^, nur b i d^ — 1 
aSefe $QQr Itebfofeft bu? 

®a§ b e t n e, nur ba§ b e i n e — ^I 
SRarietta 

(bdmonifd^ fliiftcrnb) 
©0 lomm 

(ttJtH gum $cmfc 3?lartctta§) 

3u btr, 8U birl 

SRatietta 

(abtot^xenh, mit grofetcr bamonifd^cr ficibenfd^aft) 
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MARIETTA 

D' you wish to leave me now? 
To go back to your dead? 

PAUL 
You are a witch! 
You have enslaved tat, 
Chained by your magic- 
Past saving. 
You set my blood on fire 

MARIETTA 

The pow'r of life, the pow'r of love 

Tis they that keep you 

Chained to me, 

Past saving. 

Drink deep the draught 

Of bliss, supreme, 

The magic spell, 

Oblivion. 

PAUL 

(No longer in control of himself) 

O stay with me — I love you — 
Go not from me I 

MARIETTA 
(Erect, triumphant) 
Then say : 
Whom do you kiss in me? 

PAUL 
You ! only you I 

MARIETTA 

Whose hair do you caress? 

PAUL 
Yours, only yours ! 

MARIETTA 
(Whispering with almost devilish frenzy) 
Then come — 

PAUL 
(Making for Marietta* s house) 

In here, in here ! 

MARIETTA 
(Refusing, with intense frenzied passion) 
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9lem, ntd^ s^ nt i r I 

^d^ min M<j| fortan gonal 

^tn $QUiSberS:oten fud^e id^ btd^ auf, 

3u Bcmncn boiS ®cf})enft fiir tmmcrl 

Kic toieber foil c5 fiegcn — 

Sd^ iDiS au b t r 1 

Sum erftenmal su bit I 

(efftattfd^, feiner ntd^t mod^iig) 
(gleiaeitig) 

SBoltn bvL wiffft — 

@tB mir ben Ztaal, 

®ib mir ScrgeffcnI&cit, 

2)en fixgen 9taufd^I 



©0 lomm — 

Unb trinf Bergcffenl^ett 

3m fiifeen 3loufd^ 



Statietta 



(ntmi fie nm ben fietb unb ftutnti mit il^t itber bte ^tudt db) 

(^t IBorl^ono faSt rofd^) 
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No, not in here! 

From now you're wholly mine! 

I'm coming to you in your dead wife's house, 

To banish that pale wraith for ever, 

Never to rise again! 

m come to yout 

To you for the first time! 

PAUL 

{Ecstatically, quite beside himself) 

Where'er you will — 

Give me the draught, 

Give me oblivion, 

The magic spell! (Together) 

MARIETTA 

G>me then — 

And drink oblivion. ' 

The magic spell! 

(Paul seizes her round the waist and dashes off across the bridge 

with her) 

{Curtain falls quickly) 
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IHfittes 8U6. 

(^er SSorl^ang gel^t mit ben erften fatten bed fBox\p\tl9 ouf unb aetgt 
bie 93u]^ne tuieber mit ©dbletern in loter ^Beleud^ittm beiBitut. SBenn 
fi4 bie ©d^Ieiet l^Ben, erfd^eint bet ^aupXcdi bed i. i&iwtS, gfal^Ier 

SRorgen) 

Srfte Ssent* 

(S)ie Xylite offnet ft<!l^. flRaxittta erfd^etnt in toei^em S^orgengehxmbe 
unb betl^orri htije 8eit regungdios cmf bet obetften ©iufe. S)ann 
ftitrst fie mit toilbet iBemegung bot baS 99ilb, bad fo unberl^itQi tft 

mie sum ©d^Iug bed 1. iailbed) 

Vtatittta 

2)i(^ fud^ id^. »ilbl 

anit Mr l^ob id^ su rebenl 

(beirad^tet ha^ portrait S^riend) 

©d^on Btft bu uvb gleid^ft mir — 

©og^ glcid^ft bu mir nod^? 

SBo ift bcine SKod^t? 

Sum stoettcnmol ftarbft bu. I 

S)u ftolae Stote, I 

STn mir, onb ber Sebenben  

Siebednad^il 

2)ie il&r abgefd^ieben — 

95red^t nid^t ben gneben, 

®rangt nid^t ind Sebenl 

fiafet und, bie tDtr otmen 

Uni leibcn imb ftreben 

2)ic ftjringenben SBronnen, 

2)ie ©tiirme unb ©onnen, 

<Dad trunfne ©etriebc 

SSon Suft unb Siebel 

(@d ift )6eE getDorbcn. SBcreinacItc ©lodfentone. Slnd ber Seme bringt 
leife in unbeftimmtcn ^langen cine mt)fterii)d*traum5aftc aWarfd^tueife, 
baau ber ©efang ber ^nber, bie fid^ aum Sludgangdpunft ber ^xo^ 

geffion begeben) 

^inber 

(braufeen) 
D fufeer $cilanb mein, 
@inft tDcrb id^ um bid^ fein. 
Sn beincr fiicbe $ut 
^erb rufien ii) fo gut. 

VtaxitHa 

©te ^nber finbd. Sie fommeln fid) 
3ur l&eilgen ^rojeffion 
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THIRD PICTURE 

(The curtain rises with the first bars of the prelude and shows 
the stage once more shrouded in gauzes, lighted red. As the 
gauges rise, the scene of Picture 1 appears to view. Grey morning) . 

SCENE 1 

(The door opens: Marietta appears in a white morning gown and 
remains motionless on the top step for a short while. Then she 
rushes wildly up to the portrait, which is uncovered just as it was 
left at the end of Picture 1). 

MARIETTA 

Ah, here's the picture I was wanting— 
A word with you ! 

(Examining Marie's portrait) 

You're beautiful and like me — 

Well, are you like me still? 

Where is your pow'r now? 

YouVe died a second time. 

You proud, dead soul. 

Through me, who clasp'd him in my living arms, 

My living, loving arms 

Ye who arc departed 
Be ye great-hearted. 
Break with the living, 
Forgetting, forgiving 1 
Let us who live and suffer 
Enjoy what life can offer : 
The fathomless sources, 
The sun- and storm-courses 
The ever full measure 
Of love and of pleasure! 

(It has grown light, chimes are heard at intervals. From afar 
float the indistinct tones of a mysterious, dream-Uke march-tune, 
accompanied by the voices of children who are proceeding to the 
starting-point of the procession). 

CHILDREN 
(Off) 
O sweetest Saviour mine, 
One day we shall be Thine. 
In Thy love's tender keep 
How safely we shall sleep. 

MARIETTA 
The little ones, collecting there 
To join the holy throng— 
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Unb tufen mtt bed SebenS 9Sort 
SWid^ bon bcr SCoten fort. 

fiinbet 

(btou^n) 

Stnft f agft bn : ftomm ju mir 
3nS feltgc Slcbter, 
3u biixl^n am $tmmeIiSratn 
€tn leud^tenb ^lumelein. 

WLtxtUa 

3)cr Jlinber ©ong — cr fd^toingt unb quiHt, 
ajeftSrft bed ficbenS ©rang. 

3 to e i i e @ a t it e* 

(ftiltdt berftdrt lutein) 
®u l&ier — ? 

SRatietta 

(bie <&(l^nu)Eenbe fpielenb) 
Site id^ emod^lc, toorft bu fort — 

(biiftcr, ben ©ltd gu 83obcn gcrid^tct, bon ©ehjiffcnSangft gcquSIt Dor 

fM&5in) 

SWtd^ trieb eS in btc ©trafeen, 
®tc 2tnbad&t unb ®ebet erfuttt. 

matittta 

Unb td^ l^ott Sangetoeile ol^ne btd^. 
2)a fttcg id^ in ba^ untere, 
Sn§ intereffantre @todtoext, 
^cfud^te beine SCote — 

(auffd^rcdfcnb) 
Sort, fort bon l&icr — 1 

SRiittdto 

©mpfingft bu fetter mid^ nid^t I|ier, 
S)a§ erfte SKoI? 

^a, bamate. 
S)od^ l&eut — 

(fogt fie Bet ber $anD) 

fontm fort! 
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They call mc from these thoughts of death 
With their sweet simple song. 

CHILDREN 

{Off) 
Once Thou wilt bid us come, 

To share Thy blessed home, ' 

To bloom in heav'n above, 
A flowV of light and love. 

MARIETTA 

It soars and swells, the children's song, 
And makes life brave and strong. 

SCENE 2 

PAUL 

(Rushes on, terribly upset) 
You here? — 

MARIETTA 
(Pretending to pout) 
When I awakened, you were gone — 

PAUL 

(Gloomily, his eyes Axed on the Aoor, tormented by pangs of 

conscience, mutters) 

I felt impelled to roam the city 
Where piety and pray'r prevail. 

MARIETTA 

And I was bored up there without you. 
So I came down one storey lower, 
— ^A more interesting storey, — 
To visit your departed — 

PAUL 

(Startled) 
Away, away from here! 

MARIETTA 

Why you received me here yourself 
When first I camel 

PAUL 
Yes, that day — 

But now — 

(Takes her by the hand) 

Come away! 
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aRoticlta 

(fidi loSmadftvb) 
9lexn, id& bletB ba. 
@el^n tait bod^ and) ben Umaug beffer bt^t. 

ftomm — id^ bcfd&ioorc bid^ ! 

SRatietta 

2)en Qeinften SBunfd^ berfagft in mtrl 

SSergigt fo rafd^ bu, mod bu fd^murft, 

SBod id& bit gob — ? 

(fd^tniegt ftd^ fd^meid^Ierifd^ an il^n) 

(fd^ttxid^ toeibenb unb nerbod urn fid^ blidfenb) 

D fd^tocig — 

(S)rauten 1^ bie ttmtntl^fte SRarfdbmuft! eingefe^t, bie bag 9la]^en 
bed SngeS anfitnbigt. ®ie erllingt gebdmpft tpdl^tenb be§ t^olgenben) 

aRarietta 

(dum fjfenfter eilenb unb bie ^dnbe sufamtnenfd^laflenb) 

2)tc aWcnfd^cnl 

^a& ift nid&t Sriiggc l&eut bie tote ©tabt. 

(iDiH ba^ gcnfter offnen) 

^anl 

(l^alt fie aurixdf) 

S8ai5 fallt Mr etnl 
SSenn man bid^ f qI^ I 

VtatitUa 
©d&on tDteberl 
©d^amft bid^ nod& tntmer metnerl 

(toenbet fid^ ergiirnt ab) 

$aitl 

(nad^gebenb) 

S^ offne l&alB — ftell bid^ a^r ©eite — 
©ebedJt burd^ mtd& — 

Vtaxittta 

(tmrft ftd& argerlid^ in cinen ©tnl^I) 
3lmi toiH id& got nid^t^ fel&nl 

(befd^hnd^tigcnb) 
©ei Hug I ©et gut! 

(fid^ crinnernb) 
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MARIETTA 

(Freeing herself) 
No, I'll stay here — 
And we'll sec the procession better here. 

PAUL 
Come — I implore you! 

MARIETTA 

My slightest fancy you refuse! 
Have you forgotten w^hat you swore, 
What I have given? 

(Clings to him cajolingly) 

PAUL 

(Weakening and looking round nervously) 

Oh, hush — 

(Outside the dream-like march-tune has recommenced, heralding 
the approach of the procession. It is audible in mufHed tones 
throughout the following). 

MARIETTA 

(Hastening to the window and clapping her hands) 

What crowds out there! 

This doesn't seem like Bruges the dead, to-day. 

(About to open ihe window) 

PAUL 

(Restrains her) 
For Heaven's sake! 
If you were seen ! i 

MARIETTA 
What again! 

Ashamed of me still, are you? 

(Turns away angrily) 

PAUL 

(Yielding) 

I'll open half — stand over here — 
Concealed by me — 

MARIETTA 

(Throws herself crossly into a chair) 

Now I won't look at all! 

PAUL 

(Pacifyingly) 



Be wise! Be kind! 



(Remembering) 
7? 



®od& id^ bergofe bcr Sid&tcr, 

(gel^t in ben ^interorunb. dffnci einen ^dftatd unb entntnttnt il^tn 
atDCt fieud^ier tntt SSad^dieraen, bie er onaunbet unb aufd genfter^ 

Brett fient) 

aRarietta 

(beginnt h>a]$renbbeffen gelangtDeilt mif il^rent ©tul^Ie bot fid^ ]^in« 

aufingen) 

SRein @el^nen, mein SBal^nen, 
@d trounti fid^ sutiid. 
3ni SConse geiDomt td^, 
^erlor i^ mein ®Iud. 
Sm Stanse am Sil^eine, 

©ci SWottbenfd&einc . . . 

(fropd&) 

JBteB fang cr bai8, mein ?Pierrot. 
Sq, ber brennt lid^terlol^ I 

(fid^ bom genfter umtpenbenb, tuie befd^tootenb) 

2)cr fromme 8ugl 

aRarietta 

(ol^ne l^tnaublidEen) 
Safe mid^ gufriebenl 
95e|alt fie, beinc fromme SWaflerabel 

(mit ben giifeen tmppenb) 

aBie fabe! 

©Icib bu in beiner Soge — id^ fing mir ein§. 

(troEert) 
®iribi, biribon, 

SBag foH e5, ba% bu feme bift? 
$ab bid^ ia l^eut nod^ nid^t gelitfet. 
2)iribi, biribon — ®afton ! 

(fpringt auf) 

©afton, ©aftonl Su xJ^m, iu il&ml 

(aomtg auf fie su, fie Brutal auf ben (&i^ nieberbriidfenb) 
®u fd^toeigft unb Bleibft mir, too bu Bift! 

aRarietta 

(BlidEt il^n l^IB ilBerrafd|t, IgalB tro^ig on unb folgt il^m mit ben 

93Itdfen, tod^renb er gum genfter ge^t) 
(©on ber ©trafee bringt bumpfcS (Seroufd^: bie 3JJenfd^cnmenge, bie 
ft(| angefammelt l^at, um bie ^ogeffion gu ertoorten. S)ic Swarfd^*' 
toeife toirb lauter. S)er fid^ nal^enbe gug Bonnt ^aul& Slufmerffam* 
feit. @r giBt fid5 ber feinen feelifd^en 8h)ieft)alt Befd^toid&tigenben 
frommen S^remonie l&in, fo ha% er hie Slnft>efenl^eit SJJariettaS gu ber* 
geffen fd^eint. Slu§ ber SWarftSnmfil, bie immer toeiter gel^t, loft fid& 

ber ©efang ber ^nber log) 

78 



But I forgot the candles 
That are the custom. 

[.Goes to the background, opens a cupboard and takes out two 
candlesticks with wax candles which he lights and places on the 
window-ledge) . 

MARIETTA 
{In the meantime, bored, starts singing to herself on her chair) 

Vm longing, I'm sighing 
I'm dreaming in vain, 
Of how I won heaven 
And lost it again. 
'Twas during the dance, 
A suppliant glance — 

{Merrily) 
How well he sang, my Pierrot, 
Yes, he is full of fire! 

PAUL 
{Turning round from the window, and entreating her) 

The pious crowd! 

MARIETTA 

{Without looking) 
Leave me in peace! 
Enjoy it, your pious masquerade! 

{Swinging her feet) 
How deadly! 

You stay there in your box — awhile I sing here — 

{Hums) 
Diridi, diridi, dirfidon! 
How is it that you tarry, pray? 
I haven't kissed you yet to-day! 

Gaston ! 

{Jumps up) 

Gaston, Gaston! Til go to him! 

PAUL 

{Goes up to her furiously and pushes her back roughly on te her 

chair) 

You'll hold your tongue and stay with me! 

MARIETTA 

{Looks at him half surprised and half defiantly and follows him 

with her eyes as he goes back to the window) 

{A niuMed noise is heard from the street', the crowd, which has 
assembled to azvait the procession. The march-tune grows louder. 
The approaching procession holds Paul's attention. He is so en- 
grossed in the pious ceremony, which has a soothing effect on his 
mental agony, that he seems to have forgotten Marietta's presence. 
From the march music which goes on steadily, the children's song 
detaches itself). 
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fttnbct 

(Imntf^en) 
O fuger ^etlonb mein. 
8Bir, betne ftinbeletn, 
®eletten treu m\h gut 
5Dettt foftbor ^ctltg »Iut. 

(beim gf^nftec) 

^te JKnber ftnb ed on bet (Spxi^e, 
3n il^rcn fd&immemb toetfecn JMeibd^en 
UmtrU)t)cIn ftc cin fd^ncctg Oftcrlamm. 
©totucn icfet unb ftird&etianner, 
SSon SWond^cn bor ficl& ^ergetragen. 

(braugen) 
jponge lingua glortofi 
©orjjoriis m^ftcrtum. 

9lun bic l^tftorifd^e ®n4)t)cl 

(S)cr STOorfd^ Bclommt l^eHcrc rittcrltd^c garbcn) 
®tc alten frommcn §crm bon Sflonbern 
3n Wreu^sugSruftung unb Srofalen. 
^atrister )Don ©riiggc ftellcn 
©ic bar in alten 5Pra(I|tf oftiimen. 
Site ob bie §clben, $eiligen unb ^rieger 
®er SJlemling unb SSan ©id, 
©rloac^t 8um Sebcn, burd^ bic ©trofeen fd^ritten . . . 

(au SRortetta) 
©0 fomm unb fd^au bod^, SKariettal 

VtatitUa 

(bcr^orrt in finftcrcr [Ru^e) 

(micbcr oBgcgoacn imb in ben il^n feclifd^ bctocgcnbcn HnBIid bcrfin* 
lenb, tDftl^renb bet 3)^arfd^ ouSgepragteren l^ierattfd^en (S^l^atalter an^ 

nimmt) 

@in flutenb SKeer Don golbnen SWefegetoanbcrn 1 

Unb atoifd^nburd^, SIutMroJjfcn gleid) berfjjrengt 

2)a§ (S^orl^embrot ber ©dngerlnaBen, 

®ie SBeil^roud^faffer fd^lofinfen, 

S)en l^cilgen S)uft frebcnaen 

Sn nHjftifd&en S?abenacn. 

Seraufd&enb tDogt bie farbge glut. 

Unb unter fd^toonlenbem ©albadjin 

©er SJifd^of trSgt ben golbnen ©dEirein, 

®en fleinen S^om, Bcfe<jt mit ©belftein. 
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CHILDREN 

(.Off) 
O Jesus sweet and mild, 
See ev'ry little child, 
In revVent sanctitude 
Escorts Thy holy blood. 

PAUL 

{At the window) 

The children head the whole procession, 

Clad in their dainty, gleaming garments, 

They cluster round a snow-white pascal lamb .... 

Statues come next, ^nd sacred banners 

The monks are bearing elevated. 

MONKS 

(0/f) 
Flange lingua gloriosi 
Corporis mysterium. 

PAUL 
Now the historical group! 

(^The music assumes a more martial character) 

The ancient pious lords of Flanders 

In silks and rich crusading armour — 

Patricians of Bruges city 

Are representing them in costume, 

As though the heroes, holy saints and warriors 

Of Memling and Van Eyck,^ 

Restored to life, were marchilng through the city . . . 

{To Marietta) 

Do come and see them, Marietta! 

{Marietta persists in sidlen silence) 

PAUL 

(Once more detached and absorbed in the impressive sight, while 
the march assumes a distinctly sacerdotal character) 

A surging sea of golden vestments! 

And in between, scattered like drops of blood, 

The crim'son surplices of choir-boys. 

Their incense-censers swinging. 

The holy fragrance flinging. 

Their mystic cadence singing 

The rainbow-tinted column sways. 

And 'neath the slendor canopy. 

The bishop bears the golden shrine, 

The small Cathedral set in precious stones .... 
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3n6runft ergtefit ftd^ bur<l^ Me (Stragen. 
^ed ©loubend felig fti^e Sfrenefte 
3)t)tngt oiled ouf bte Jhtiel 




©eiftltd^Iett unb bie ^otmwtn, luie ed ^oul befdbrieben bat, fd^tnen 
tm ^iniergrunbe botgufd^reiten. ^iS 93tlb toaM au ^ro^ter, ftra)^^ 
lenbet ^eutgfett an, unt pIB^Itd^ gu becblaffen. 83ouftanbige ge^etnt* 

ntj^bolle ©tine) 

SRatietta 

(fiel^t $aul l^alb itontfd^, l^alb ttrie mit neuerhxtd^tem ^nteteffe an) 

®u bift ia frontml 

(na)^ert fid^ il^ bontontfd^) 

Sa, toer Md^ licBt, nmfe teilcn 
SKtt totcn unb mit $etlgen. 

(PWtd&) 

Sd^ aber loiC bid^ gar nid^t — ober g Q n j 1 

(umfofet il^n unb gtegt tljn bom gcnfter toeg) 

®el^, lofe baS ©d^augct)range I 
©ei btd| 8u mir. ®ann bin id^ hrtebjer gut. 
28ie Iiiibfd^ Mr Me SSerfiartl&eit Mtl 
JKife mid^, mein Sunge. 

(obmel^renb) 
3l\i^t iefet — nid^t l&ier — 

a^atielta 

(berfill^rerifd^ l^ingegeben) 
®erabe jefet — gcrobe l^ier — 

(25cr aWarfd5 fcfet boll brdnenbcr S)iffonan3cn ein. 2)cr gug er^d&ctnt 
ncucrlid^ tm iptntcrgrunbe in rotaufflommenbcm fitd^i, bicSmal tn be* 
megungSlofcr (Srftarrung: alle, tt)te tm ©d^retten begrtffen, bic ^orjjcr 
na§ bortDcirtS gcneigt, bie Slugen bro^enb ouf ^cail gcric^tet, bic 

^rme gegen il^n erl^oben) 

(tnt^ei^i auffol^renb, taiunelt riidEtoartS) 

2)er fromme S^Q — ^t bringt in^ Simmer — 
®ringt brol^enb ouf un§ ein — 
gurd^tbar ©eftd^t — lafe mid^ — 

'ftofet SWartetta guriid uitb htbzdt bie Slugen mit ben $anbcn. S)tc 

(Srfd^einung ift berfd^hmnben) 
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Devout faith spreads among the masses, 
The sweet and bh'ssful frenzy of religion, 
i^ends all onto their knees. 

{Unconsciously influenced, he makes deep obeisance. The back- 
ground of the room grows transparent. An eerie dream- picture. 
The procession, the children, th^n the crusaders, the clergy and 
the choir-boys, as Paul described them, appear to pass by in the 
background. The picture increases in intense radiant brilliance, till 
it suddenly fades azvay. Complete mysterious silence). 

MARIETTA 

(Looks at Paul half ironically, but with newly roused interest) 
How devout you are! 

{Approaches him demoniacally) 

Whoever loves you, has to share you 
With dead and saintly beings! 
ril have you not at all — or quite! 

{Throws her arm round him and draws him from the window) 

Come, leave that gaudy pageant! 
Sit by my side and I'll be kind again. 
How well that rapt expression suits you! 
Kiss me, my boy. 

PAUL 

{Resisting) 
Not now — not here — 

MARIETTA 

{Seductively) 

Yes, just now — just here — 

{The march breaks into crude discords. The procession appears 
once again in the background — this time in a flaming red light, and 
frozen into rigidity: all standing as if about to march, with bodies 
poised fonvard, eyes fixed menacingly on Paul, arms raised against 
him). 

PAUL 

{Starting back in horror — staggers backwards) 

The pious crowd — into this room 'tis thronging — 
Thronging and threatening us — 
O fearsome sight — leave me — 

{Pushes Marietta aivay and covers his eyes with his hands ^ The 
vision has disappeared). 
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(gereiat) 
2)u fid&ft ©cfpcnftcr. 
^Q& mac^t bet fOlonb btefeiS Stoumi^. 
5)cin bumt)fcr Slberglaube — 

(M foffenb) 
9(berglQube? 

SKetn ©louBc ift bic Xreue, 
SKcin ©loiiBe ift bcr Siebc emgc aBcil)o. 
Unb l^eilig biefer ®IaubeI 
@r n)6tl^t aud^ biefen Stoum, 
Grfiittet il&n mit felgem Straum. 
Unb unfid&tbar rogt ctn Stitar, 
SBor bcm fid& nieberlDtrft 
SKein ©camera urn bie, bie tear. 

aRarietta 

(Ictbcnfd^aftlid^) 

Unb toicber bie SCote — 
3Bic bu mid^ erniebrigftl 
©ie fd^Iaft bod^ unb fttl^It mijt, 
3iid^t Untreu, ntd^t Sicbe. 
Sd& ober, td& lebe 
Unb fiil^Ie bie ffiranfung. 
Sci^ gab mid^ bir frci — 
© t e iDQt beine ®attin. 
© i e lebtc geborgen — 
S d^ lam auiS bet ®affc, 
©etrcteu/ gel&ol&nti 

(tocid^cr, hnc etncr el^rlid^en IRegung folgcnb) 

S)er @rftc, ber mtd& Sieb gelel^rt, 

SBarS aud^, ber mic^ t)erriet, aerftort' . . . 

®te 3fi^iie bife im Ztol^e td^ aiifommen, 

Sttt, ftritt, getDonn, berlor — 

SRong unter Qualen mid^ entpor — 

©nttoanb mid^ etner $6IIe flantmcn, 

©l^rengt bc^ berfd^Ioffne Zot 

Sum ©arten Itd^ter SebenSluft 

©rrcmg mtr an mtd^ felbft ben @ I a u b e n . . . 

(mit tranencrftitfter ©timnte, bie $anbe auf bie %UQtn geprcfet) 
©oH — barf bie 5Cote mir il&n rauben? 

$attl 

(tote bctaubt bor fid^ l^in) 

Sftein toar fie, rein — 
SSergleid^ bi^ nid^t mit il|r — 
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MARIETTA 

Urritably) 
You're; seeing phantoms. 
It is the close air of this room — 
Your gloomy superstition — 

PAUL 

^Controlling himself) 
Superstition ? No ! 
'Tis my belief in faith, 
In love's eternal glory, now and after; 
And holy is that feeling. 
It sanctifies this room 
And fills it with a rapturous dream, 
And all unseen an altar stands 
On whkh I offer up 
My grief for her who's gone — 

MARIETTA 

{Passionately) 
Oh always your dead — 
How you humiliate me! 
She sleeps and cannot feel 
Your love or your desertion. 
But I, I'm living 
And feel your insults. 
/ gave myself to you — 
She was your wedded wife — 
Her life was protected — 
/ came from the gutter 
Despised and insulted! 

(More gently, as if moved by an honest impulse) 

The first who taught me how to love 
'Twas he who ruined me — betray'd me — 
I set my teeth in dogged, grim defiance; 
Bled, fought, retrieved, went down. 
Managed to struggle up again — 
Escaped from days of hellish torture, 
Forced my way through the bolted gate 
That leads to reckless joy of life, 
Recapturing my self-reliance 

(Her voice suffused with tears, her hands pressed on her eyes) 
Shall — may the dead despoil me of it? 

PAUL 

(To himself, half stunned) 
Pure — she was pure — 
You can't compare with her — 
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aRotietta 

(toiebec lodbred^nb) 

93or menig @tunben nod^ l^aft bu 

aitein Softer ongebetet 

Unb il^rer Steinl^ett nic^t gebad^tl 

Unb tuenn id^ to ill, 

Sicfift ttriebcr bn gu Sfufeen mir, 

2)Kr, bie bu unrein fd^iltft, 

®ierft nod^ gefd^mal&tcr Siifte SDluc^t, 

Unb teilft mid^ mtt ben ^Pierrots, 

TUt bcinent Sreunb unb jebem erften 93eftcn, 

S)er mir gefSIIt ... I 

(brol^nb auf fie au, il^r bie 2:iir toeifenb) 
SBertnorfne, fort ouS bent getneil^ten SRoum — I 

aRarietta 

(fid^ grofe aufrid^tcnb) 

Si&r meid&en? — Siiel 
Sum ^Qmi)f mit il^r! 

(ftiirat Icibenfd&aftltd^ bor ba§ 93ilb) 

Unb offnen 2lug5, SBeiB gegen SBeib, 

^eifeatmenb fieBen gegen Xobl 

aSin id^ nid^t fd)6n, 

©trofft S^settb nid|t ber ®Iieber ^Prod&t? 

9?el|m id^§ nid)t ouf mit il^r, 

(beutet ouf boS 93ilb) 

SDZit bem gemalten ©d^emen — ? 

©d^tueig ! 
SRatielita 

Sin id^ nid^t fd^on, 

Unb mad^t mi(^ meine flltnft nid^t ftorf? 

Unb l&ebt fie mid& nid^t uber jene 

(grctft nad^ eincr ber 5p5otogra|)15icn) 

Unb fiber BlaffeS STBbilb 
SBon bem, toa& toot? 

$attl 

(cntreifet il^r ^efttg bie ^^otograpl^ic) 

Safe ba^ unb gel^ 1 

9Rattetta 

(hjtib) 
SBo ftedCt il&r 3ouBer 
Sn biefer oben SIrobellammer — ? 
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MARIETTA 

(Bursts out again) 
You humbug! 
A little while ago, and you 
Were worshipping my frailty. 
Oblivious of her purity! 
And if I like, 

You'll grovel at my feet again 
I whom you call impure, — 
Panting for pleasures you condemn. 
And sharing me with Pierrots, 

And with your friend and with the first young fellow 
That comes my way ! 

PAUL 

(Threatening her, points to the door) 
Abandoned creature, leave this sacred spot — ! 

MARIETTA 

(Drawing herself to her full height) 

Yield to her? Never! 
I'll fight it out with her ! 

(Darts up to the portrait passionately) 

Now open-eyeM, woman 'gainst woman, 

Life, throbbing life confronting death! 

Am I not beautiful. 

Comely and radiant with the charm of youth? 

Can't I compete with her, 

(Points to the picture) 

That painted phantom ? 

PAUL 
Silence ! 

MARIETTA 

Am I not beautiful, 

And does my art not make me strong? 
And lift me far above that woman, 

(Taking up one of the photographs) 

Above this pallid likeness 
Of her that was? 

PAUL 

(Roughly snatching the photograph from her) 
Which fills this musty den, I wonder? 

(Wildly) 
What is the magic 

MARIETTA 
Give me that and go! 
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Sc^ wcrbc mtt il^m fcrttfl — 
gd^ \dfiobt&, id& fd^toor* — 

(iigt »It(I fant ouf bie IhriftaQtruBe, fie etii ouf biefe du, offnet fie 

tttfd9 unb aiei^t bie ^aarfled^ l^ibor) 

V^, kDQ«ift boS? 

(ftiirat ouf fie §«) 

SKtl&r bctf ntd^ on — I 
©05 ift flc^ciltflt —I 

aRnttetta 

(ladbi im iol^en ©timtmingdtued^jel fd^riQ auf, lauft bor $aul um ben 
2^if($ l^erutn hctoon, bie Sted^te in ber ^anb |od^ em|)orl^aItenb, $aut 

tl^r nad^) 

(frogenb) 
gi^r $acrr? 

(iriutn))]^ierenb) 

Sl&r $aarl 
Safe mtd& berglctd^en — 
Xot tftS unb ol^nc ©lona. 
3[t meinS niiJ&t fetbtger, ntd^t toeid^er? 

(oufeer fid^, berfolgt fie, um i^r bie glcd^tc gu cntrcife'en) 

@tb ]&er — ntmm bid^ in Sld^t — 1 
SKcin $ciIiQtum — cnttoetl^ eS nid^t — 1 

9Ratittta 

(lad^enb) 

®cr tote 2;anb — cin $ctligtum? 
5£)u Jjl^ontaficrftl 

(toie Dorl^er) 
®tB l^cr — gib ]&cr — 
Doi^ $aar — e§ toad&t unb brolit — 

VlaxxtUa 

(innner lad^enb) 
2)u fd^cnlft mir boS — nid^t toal^r ? 

(feud^enb) 

®a§ $aar — ber golbne ©d^a^, ben ftc mir liefe — 
g§ toad&t in metnem $Qufe — 
@j5 mad^t unb rSd^t — 1 ' 

gWmm bid& in Sld&t — I 



I'll get the better of it— 
I swear I will — 

{Her glance falls on the crystal coifer, she hastens to it, opens 
it quickly and takes out the plait of hair) 

Why, what is this? 

PAUL 

(Rushing at her) 
Leave that alone — ! 
That is a relic — ! 

MARIETTA 

(/« an abrupt revulsion of feeling, she bursts into a shrill laugh, 
runs round the table in front of Paul, holding the plait high up 
in the air. Paul pursues her). 

( Interrogatively ) 
Her hair? 

(Triumphantly) 
Her hair! 

Let me compare it — 
Dead — ^and has lost its sheen. 
Is mine not silkier, not softer? 

PAUL 

(Beside himself, pursues her, trying to snatch the hair from her) 
Take care — give it to me — ! 
My sacred relic — defile it not — ! 

MARIETTA 
(Laughing) 

This lifeless trash — a sacred relic? 
You're raving mad! 

PAUL 

(As above) 
Give it to me — 
Her hair — 'tis keeping guard — 

MARIETTA 

(Still laughing) 
You'll give me that — won't you? 

PAUL 

(Panting) 

Her hair — the golden treasure she bequeathed — 
Keeps watch within my house — 
It will avenge — ! 
Take heed, I say — i 
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Slortetto 

(fpringt !a^enatit() aiif bie pobiumartige (^xf^^mxQ, fd^Iingi fid^ bie 

gled^te \mt eine Alette iint ben ^ald unb l^alt fie mit beiben ^anben 

feft. ^eginnt babei l^ol^nlad^enb au tanaen) 

3d^ tana Me le^te ®Iut bet Siebe, 

Sd^ tana ben le^ten Jhife — 

Sd^ tona bie aWod^t beS SebenS — 

(ber eine geitlang tuie fa^aintcrt, ftarr gugefel^en, erfafet fie, aerrt fie 
in ben SBorbcrgninb unb imrft fie au ®oben) 

®iB obex fttrbl 

WaxitUa 

(fi(i^ auf ber ^btuelgr auf ben Snbogen ftit^enb, tro^ig fd^reienb) 

SRein 1 — Sicin ! — S)u tuft mir tael) — 
S)u bift berriidt — 

(erbroffelt fie im Stingen mit ber i&aarfled^te) 

SRatietta 

(auffd^reienb) 

(fdnt entfeelt auriirf) 
(^rae ^mtfe) 

(ftorrt entfefet bie ^ote an) 
Se^t — gleid^et fte il^r g Q n a — 

(anffd^reicnb) 
Ttaxxel 

(S)unfell^eit luic aunt ©d^Iufe beS 1. SSilbeS. ^raeS Sh^Wenfl^tel. 
^u§ bent S)unfel l&at a^crft allein bie ©eftalt ?PauI§ l^erborautreten, 
ber in eben bcrfelben ©teHun^ iuie aunt ©d^Iufe be§ 1. 93ilbe§ a^ f^^^n 
ift; bonn erl^ellt fid^ aUntdl^Itd^ bie ganae Umgebung. ^a§ Simmer 

genau tuie im 1. S3ilb.) 

Stttte ® ^ t n t. 

(off net langfam bie Slugen, blidCt um fidb, fa^rt mit ber $anb ^\iv 
©time, fud^t bie ©tcHe, h)0 in ber feifion bie 2:ote lag) 

(langfam, nod^ bcrhjirrt) 
®te Xote — tt)o — 
Sag fie nid^t l^ier — 
3Seraerrt — gebrod^nen 3lug^ — ? 

(erblirft bie ^riftaHtrul^e, bie ein aWonbftra^I beleud^tet) 

S)a§ §aar — unangetaftet leud^tet^ wie aubor — 
2Sie mirb mir — toa^ l^ab id^ eriebt — gefd^aut — ? 
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MARIETTA 

{Takes a cat-like jump onto the platform, winds the plait round 
her neck like a necklace, and holds it tight with both hands. At 
the same time she breaks into a mocking dance). 

I dance the last long glow of love — 
I dance the last long kiss — 
I dance the pow'r of life — 

PAUL 

(IV ho has watched her cts though hypnotized for a while, seises 
her, drags her to the foreground and throws her onto the Ho'br), 
Give it to me or die! 

MARIETTA 

(Resists him, propping herself on one elbow, shouts deHantly) 
No! No! You're hurting me — 
You're raving mad — 

PAUL f^. 

(Wrestles with her and throttles herfzvffh the plait) 

MARIETTA 

(Screams) 
Ah! 

(Falls back dead) 
(A short pause) 

PAUL 

(Staring at the corpse in horror) 

Now — she is quite like her — 

(Shrieks out) 
Marie! 

(The stage is dark as it was at the end of Picture 1. Short 
Intermezzo. From the darkness Paul's Hgure must be the first to 
emerge by itself: h(\ appears in the same position as he was seen at 
the end of Picture 1. The whole surroundings gradually grow lighter 
and the room is seen just as in Picture 1). 

SCENE 3 

PAUL 

(Opens his eyes slowly — looks round — presses his hand io his brow, 
and looks for the spot where, in the vision, the dead woman was 
lying) . 

(Slowly and still bewildered) 
The body — where^ 
Was it not here — 
A corpse and glassy-eyed? 

(Catches sight of the crystal coffer, shining in the moonlight) 

Her hair — untouched and shining as before — 

Where am I? What have I been through — ^beheld — ? 
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(off net hit Xvix tin Oinierorunb unb ftellt facile eine (rennenbe 

fi(nn|)e t>otn auf ben £if4) 

35tc 5£)omc bon borl^cr, $crr 5PcmI — 
©ic fel^rte on bet iSde um — 

Vaul 

(fte IteBebon anbltcfenb) 
aJrigitto — bn — in oltcr Sieb unb Strcu — 

aRatietto 

(ttttt l^erein, in G^rfd^einunp unb ^altung penou tvte fte au Q^nbe bes 
1. ^tlbed fortgtng, lett^t uttb hebensmiirbtg) 

5Dq bin id^ toxebex, 

ftoum bafe id^ fie berlaffcn — 

aScrgafe ben ©d^irni unb meine JRofen — 

(lad^elnb, mit ^eaiel^ung) 

aWan fottt e§ fiir ein Omen nel)men — 
ein aSint ate ob icft bleiben fottte — 

(^a $aul fhtntm unb in fid^ ^efel^rt bletbt, menbct fie ftd^ nad^ etner 
$aufc — beutlid&eS pmxtomimtfd^eS <Bp\tU - bie ?ld^fel gudEcnb, tntt 
fctnem ironifd^en fidd^eln, !o!ctt ben Sd&irni fd^hJtngenb unb an betn 
JRofenftroufe rted^enb, gur Xiire. S)ort trifft fie ntit betn eintretenben 
tjrani jufotninen, bet ftd^ ftutntn bor tlftr berbcugt. ©ie nirft il^in 

ItebenStDlirbig Idd^elnb bu. $(b) 

Sftanf 

3) Q § alfo mar ba^ SBunber — I 

(auf $aul 3u, beffen betbe $dtibe faffenb unb il^m tnS Sluge bltrfenb) 

eg U) a r boS SBunber — 
Sd& lefe eB in beinem 3Iug — 
S ft e§ nid^t mel^r. 

$aitl 

(langfatn, tiefernft) 

Sd& JDerbe fie nid|t lx)ieberfel|n. 

©in ^raum l&ot mir ben S^raum gerftort, 

©in S^raum ber bittren SBirllid^Ieiten 

2)en SCraum ber ^piiontofie, be§ fufeen Xvuq^. 

S)ie SCoten fd&idten fold^ Strautne, 

SBenn ttnr au biel m i t unb i n il&nen leben. 

SBie tueit foil unfre SErauer gelin, 

aSie toeit barf fie e§, of)n' unB gu entmursein? 

©dmterglid^er 3h)ieft)alt be§ ©efiil^BI 

?5tanf 

(l^eralid^) 
Sd& teife loieber ob — 
@ag, iDiaft bu mit? 
gort oug ber ©tabt be^ Stobc«? 

93 



) 



BRIGITTA 

(Opens the door in the background and gently places a lighted 

lamp on the table in front) 
The lady who was here just now, 
Has turned back at the comer, sir — 

PAUL 

(Looking at her affectionately) 
Brigitta — you — devoted as of yore — 

MARIETTA 

(Enters exactly the same in deportment and manner as she went 
out at the end of Picture 1, jaunty and amiable) 

Here I am again — 

Scarce had I left you — 

Forgot my sunshade and my rof^es — 

(Smiling and zvith meaning) 
It almost seems to be an omen — 
A sign as if I ought to stay. 

(As Paul remains dumb and absorbed in thought, she turns away 
after a pause — (very plain pantomimic action here) — shrugs her 
shoulders with an ironical little smile, twirls her sunshade coquet- 
tishly, smells her bunch of roses; and moves towards the door. 
Here she comes face to face ivith Frank who is just entering 
and bows zi/ithout speaking. She gives him a pleasant nod and 
goes off). 

FRANK 

So that's your miracle! 

(Goes up to Paul, takes both his hands and looks into his eyes) 

It was the miracle, 

For I can read it in your eyes — 

It is no more — 

PAUL —^ 

(Slowly and with intense seriousness) / 

I shall not see her any more. ,^ 

A dream has dashed my dream to earth, / 

A dream of crude realities has killed 

The dream of phantasy and sweet deception. 

Such dreams are sent us by our dead 

If we live too much tvith and in them. 

How far should we give way to grief, 

How far dare we, without disaster? 

Harrowing conflict of the heart! 
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FRANK 
(Heartily) 



I have to leave again — 

Paul, will you come? 

And leave this city of death? 
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(auf ben Biuffl, auriidfinfenb unb fd^mersli^ haS ^\spt fenlenb) 
Sd^ tottti^ — id& lDia« Dcrfud^cn. 

(gtbt iBrigitta ein Stid^tn fid^ mit ifon duriitfauaiel^n unb $aul aHetn 

8U laffen) 

(aQein t)or fld^ l^in) 

©liidt, boS mir berblicb, 
Sebc tool^I, mein treuei^ 2ieb. 
Sebcn trennt bom Zob — 
©roufomci^ Oebot. 
$arrc mein in lid^ten ^ol^n — 
$ier gtbt eiJ lein Sfuferfte^n. 

((Sr crl^cbt pd^, fd^Itcfet mit langfomcr gcicrlid^fcit btc gum Summer 
bcr X^otcn fu^tcnbc Zux ab, nimmt bic fie fd^miirfenben ^lumen ah, 
bcrl^iiHt baS ^tlb unb nimmt aud^ l^ter bie ©lumen an fid&, fie on bie 
93ruft briidCenb. 2)ann lafet er bie ©arbine be§ genfteri? l^erob, er« 
greift bie 3:ifd&Ianipe unb fd^reitet gefenften ^aupteS ouf bie §(uS* 
gangStiire im ©intergtunbe gu. SBenn er fie erreid^t J&at, bffnet unb 
Slbfd^ieb nel^menb gudicfblidCt, fallt langf am ber SJorl^ong.) 

@nbe. 
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PAUL 

(Dropping back on his chair, his head drooping sadly) 
I will—I'll make the effort. 

FRANK 
(Signs to Brigitta to leave the room with him and leave Paul alone) 

PAUL 
(AlonCj soliloquizes) 

Joy that true did prove, 

Fane you well, my faithful love. 

Life and death must part 

Heart is torn from heart — 

Wait for me in higher sphere — 

There is no second life down here. 

{He rises, slowly cmd solemnly, locks the door of the dead 
woman's room, takes down the flowers that deck it, draws the cur- 
tain across the portrait, and takes the flowers from this, too, holding 
them to his heart. Then he draws the window curtain, takes the 
lamp and, his head bowed, goes towards the door in the background. 
When he has reached it, opened it and given one parting backward 
look, the curtain falls slowly). 

THE END 
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